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TWO YEAES AGO.

CHAPTER I.

BEDDGELERT.

The pleasant summer voyage is over. The Water-

M'itcli is lounging oft* Port Madoc, waiting for her crew.

The said crew are busy on shore drinking the ladies'

healths, with a couple of sovereigns which Valencia has

given them, in her sister's name and her own. The

ladieSj under the care of Elsley, and the far more prac-

tical care of Mr. Bowie, are rattling along among

children, maids, and boxes, over the sandy flats of

the Traeth Mawr_, beside the long reaches of the lazy

stream, with the blue surges of the hills in front, and

the silver sea behind. Soon they begin to pass wooded

knolls, islets of rock in the alluvial plain. The higher

peaks of Snowdon sink down behind the lower spurs in

front ; the plain narrows ; closes in, walled round with

woodlands clinging to the steep hill-sides ; and^ at last,

VOL. III. B



2 BEDDGELERT.

they enter the narrow gorge of Pont-Aberglaslyn,

—

pretty enough, no doubt^ but much over-praised; for

there are in Devon alone a dozen passes far grander,

both for form and size.

Soon they emerge again on fiat meadows, mountain-

cradled ; and the grave of the mythic greyhound, and

the fair old church, shrouded in tall trees ; and last,

but not least, at the famous Leek Hotel, where ruleth

Mrs. Lewis, great and wise, over the four months' Baby-

lon of guides, cars, chambermaids, tourists, artists, and

reading-parties, camp-stools, telescopes, poetry-books,

blue uglies, red petticoats, and parasols of every hue.

There they settle down in the best rooms in the

house, and all goes as merrily as it can, while the

horrors which they have left behind them hang, like

a black background, to all their thoughts. However,

both Scoutbush and Campbell send as cheerful reports

as they honestly can; and gradually the exceeding

beauty of the scenery, and the amusing bustle of the

village, make them forget, perhaps, a good deal which

they ought to have remembered.

As for poor Lucia, no one will complain of her for

being happy; for feeling that she has got a holiday,

the first for now four years, and trying to enjoy it to

the utmost. She has no household cares. Mr. Bowie

manages everything, and does so, in order to keep up

the honour of the family, on a somewhat magnificent

scale. The children, in that bracing air, are better
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than she has ever seen them. She has Valencia all to

herself; and Elsley, in spite of the dark fancies over

which he has been brooding, is better behaved, on the

whole, than usual.

He has escaped— so he considers—escaped from

Campbell, above all from Thurnall. From himself, in-

deed, he has not escaped ; but the company of self

is, on the whole, more pleasant to him than other-

wise just now. For though he may turn up his

nose at tourists and reading-parties, and long for

contemplative solitude, yet there is a certain pleasure

to some people, and often strongest in those who pre-

tend most shyness, in the " digito monstrari, et dicier,

hie est :" in taking for granted that everybody has

read his poems; that everybody is saying in their

hearts, " There goes Mr. Vavasour, the distinguished

poet. I wonder what he is writing now ? I wonder

where he has been to-day, and what he has been

thinking of."

So Elsley went' up Hebog, and looked over the

glorious vista of the vale, over the twin lakes, and the

rich sheets of woodland, with Aran and Moel Meirch

guarding them right and left, and the greystone glaciers

of the Glyder walling up the valley miles above. And

they went up Snowdon, too, and saw little beside fifty

fog-blinded tourists, five-and-twenty dripping ponies,

and five hundred empty porter-bottles ; wherefrom they

returned, as do many, disgusted, and with great colds

b2



4 BEDDGELEKT.

in their heads. But most they loved to scramble up the

crags of Dinas Emrys, and muse over the ruins of the

old tower, " where Merlin taught Vortigern the courses

of the stars ;" till the stars set and rose as they had

done for Merlin and his pupil, behind the four great

peaks of Aran, Siabod, Cnicht, and Hebog, which point

to the four quarters of the heavens : or to lie by the

side of the boggy spring, which once was the magic

well of the magic castle, till they saw in farvcy the white

dragon and the red rise from its depths once more, and

fight high in air the battle which foretold the fall of

the Cymry before the Sassenach invader.

One thing, indeed, troubled Elsley,-^that Claude was

his only companion ; for A'alencia avoided carefully any

more tete-a-tete walks with him. She had found out

her mistake, and devoted herself now to Lucia. She

had a fair excuse enough, for Lucia was not just then

in a state for rambles and scrambles ; and of that Elsley

certainly had no right to complain ; so that he was

forced to leave them both at home, with as good grace

as he could muster, and to wander by himself, scrib-

bling his foncies, Avhile they lounged and worked in the

pleasant garden of the hotel, with Bowie fetching and

carrying for them all day long, and intimating pretty

roundly to Miss Clara his " opeeenion,'' that he "was
very proud and thankful of the office : but he did think

lie had to do a great many things for Mrs. Vavasour

every day which would come with a much better grace
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from Mr. Vavasour himself; and that, when he married,

he should not leave his wife to be nursed by other

men/'

Which last words were spoken with an ulterior object,

well understood by the hearer ; for between Clara and

Bowie there was one of those patient and honourable

attachments so common between worthy servants. They

had both " kept company,^' though only by letter, for

the most part, for now five years ; they had both

saved a fair sum of money; and Clara might have

married Bowie when she chose, had she not thought

it her duty to take care of her mistress ; while Bowie

considered himself equally indispensable to the welfare

ef that ^' puir feckless laddie,'^ his master.

So they waited patiently, amusing the time by little

squabbles of jealousy, real or pretended ; and Bowie

was faithful, though Clara was past thirty now, and

losing her good looks.

'' So ye'll see your lassie, Mr. Bowie! " said Sergeant

MacArthur, his intimate, when he started for Aberalva

that summer. '^ I'm thinking ye'd better put her out

of her pain soon. Five' years is ower lang courting,

and she's na pullet by now, saving your pardon."

^' Hoooo ," says Bowie ;
" leave the green goose-

berries to the lads, and gi' me the ripe fruit, Sergeant.^^

However, he found love-making in his own fashion

so pleasant, that, not content with carrying Mrs*

Vavasour's babies about all day long, he had several
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times to be gently turned out of the nursery, where he

wanted to assist in washing and dressing them, on the

ground that an old soldier could turn his hand to

anything.

So slipped away a fortnight and more, during which

Valencia was the cynosure of all eyes, and knew it also;

for Claude Mellot, half to amuse her, and half to tease

Elsley, made her laugh many a time by retailing little

sayings and doings in her praise and dispraise, picked

up from rich Manchester gentlemen, who would fain have

married her without a penny, and from strong-minded

Manchester ladies, who envied her beauty a little, and

set her down, of course, as an empty-minded worldling,

and a proud aristocrat. The majority of the reading-

parties, meanwhile, thought a great deal more about

Valencia than about their books. The Oxford men, it

seemed, though of the same mind as the Cambridge

men in considering her the model of all perfection,

were divided as to their method of testifying the same.

Two or three of them, who were given to that simper-

ing and flirting tone with young ladies to which Oxford

would-be-fine gentlemen are so pitiably prone, hung

about the inn-door to ogle her; contrived always to be

walking in the garden when she was there, dressed out

as if for High Street at four o'clock on a May after-

noon ; tormented Claude by fruitless attempts to get

^om him an introduction, which he had neither the

right nor the mind to give; and at last (so Bowie



J5EDDGELEET. 7

told Claude one night, and Claude told the whole party-

next morning) tried to bribe and flatter Valencia's

maid into giving them a bit of rib])on, or a cast-off

glove, which had belonged to the idol. Whereon that

maiden, in virtuous indignation, told Mr. Bowie, and

complained moreover (as maids are bound to do to

valets for whom they have a penchant), of their having

dared to compliment her on her own good looks : by

which act she succeeded, of course, in making Mr.

Bowie understand that other people still thought her

pretty, if he did not ; and also in arousing in him that

jealousy which is often the best helpmate of sweet love.

So Mr. Bowie went forth in his might that very even-

ing, and finding two of the Oxford men, informed them

in plain Scotch, that, " Gin he caught them, or any

ither such skellums, philandering after his leddies, or

his leddies' maids, he'd jist knock their empty pows

togither." To which there was no reply but silence;

for Mr. Bowie stood six feet four without his shoes, and

had but the week before performed, for the edification

of the Cambridge men, who held him in high honour,

a few old Guards' feats ; such as cutting in two at one

sword-blow a suspended shoulder of mutton ; lifting a

long table by his teeth ; squeezing a quart pewter pot

flat between his fingers ; and other little recreations of

those who are " born unto Bapha."

But the Cantabs, and a couple of gallant Oxford

boating men who had fraternised with them, testified
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their admiration in their simple honest way, by pattinj^

down their pipes whenever they saw Valencia coming,

and just lifting their hats when they met her close. It

was taking a liberty, no doubt. " But I tell you, Mel-

lot," said Wynd, as brave and pure-minded a fellow as

ever pulled in the University eight, *^ the Arabs, when

they see such a creature, say, ' Praise Allah for beau-

tiful women,' and quite right ; they may remind some

fellows of worse things, but they always remind me of

heaven and the angels ; and my hat goes off to her by

instinct, just as it does when I go into a church."

That was all; simple chivalrous admiration, and

delight in her loveliness, as in that of a lake, or a

mountain sunset ; but nothing more. The good fellows

had no time, indeed, to fancy themselves in love with

her, or her with them, for every day was too short for

them ; what with reading all the morning, and starting

out in the afternoon in strange garments (which became

shabbier and more ragged very rapidly as the weeks

slipped on) upon all manner of desperate errands; walking

unheard-of distances, and losing their way upon the

mountains ; scrambling cliffs, and now and then falling

down them ; camping all night by unpronounceable

lakes, in the hope of catching mythical trout ; trying in

all ways how hungry, thirsty, dirty, and tired a man
could make himself, and how fiir he could go without

breaking his neck, any approach to which catastrophe

was hailed (as were all other mishaps) as " all in the
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day's work/^ and '^ tlie finest fun in the world/^ by that

unconquerable English " lebensgliickseligkeit/' which

is a perpetual wonder to our sober German cousins.

Ahj glorious twenty-one, with your inexhaustible powers

of doing and enjoying, eating and hungering, sleeping

and sitting up, reading and playing I Happy are those

who still possess you, and can take their fill of your

golden cup, steadied, but not saddened, by the remem-

brance, that for all things a good and loving God will

bring them into judgment. Happier still those who

(like a few) retain in body and soul the health and

buoyancy of twenty-one on to the very verge of forty,

and seeming to grow younger-hearted as they grow

older-headed, can cast off care and work at a moment's

warning, laugh and frolic now as they did twenty years

ago, and say with Wordsworth

—

" So was it when I was a boy,

So let it be when I am old.

Or let me die !

"

Unfortunately, as will appear hereafter, Elsley's espe-

cial betes noirs were this very Wynd and his inseparable

companion, Naylor, who happened to be not only the

best men of the set, but Mcllot's especial friends.

Both were Rugby men, now reading for their degree.

Wynd was a Shropshire squire's son, a lissome fair-

haired ma^, the handiest of boxers, rowers, riders,

shots, fishermen, with a noisy superabundance of ani-

mal spirits, which maddened Elsley. Yet Wynd had
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sentiment in his way, thougli he took good care never

to sliow it Elsley ; could repeat Tennyson from end

to end j spouted the Mort d'Arthur up hill and down

dale, and chanted rapturously, " Come into the gar-

den, Maud !" while he expressed his opinion of

Maud's lover in terms more forcible than delicate.

Naylor, fidus Achates, was a Gloucestershire parson^s

son, a huge heavy looking man, with a thick curling

lip, and a sleepy eye; but he had brains enough to

become a first-rate classic ; and in that same sleepy eye

and heavy lip lay an infinity of quiet humour ; racy old

country stories, quaint scraps of out-of-the-way learn-

ing, jovial old ballads, which he sang with the mellowest

of voices, and a slang vocabulary, which made him the

dread of all bargees from Newnham pool to Upware.

Him also Elsley hated, because Naylor looked always

as if he was laughing at him, which indeed he was.

And the worst was, that Elsley had always to face

them both at once. If Wynd vaulted over a gate into

his very face, with a " How de' do, Mr. Vavasour ? Had
any verses this morning ?^^ in the same tone as if he

had asked, " Had any sport?" Naylor's round face was

sure to look over the stone-wall, pipe in mouth, with

a " Don't disturb the gentleman, Tom ; don't you see

he^s a composing of his rhymes ?" in a strong provincial

dialect put on for the nonce. In fact, th§ two young

rogues, having no respect whatsoever for genius, perhaps

because they had each of them a little genius of their
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own, made a butt of the poet, as soon as they found out

that he was afraid of them.

But worse betes noirs than either Wynd or Naylor

were on their way to fill up the cup of Elsley's discom-

fort. And at last, without a note of warning, appeared

in Beddgelert a phenomenon which rejoiced some

hearts, but perturbed also the spirits not only of the

Oxford '^ philanderers,^' but those of Elsley Vavasour,

and, what is more, of Valencia herself.

She was sitting one evening at the window with

Lucia, looking out into the village and the pleasure-

grounds before the hotel. They were both laughing

and chatting over the groups of tourists in their pretty

Irish way, just as they had done when they were girls ; for

Lucia's heart was expanding under the quiet beauty of

the place, the freedom from household care, and what

was more, from money anxieties ; for Valencia had slipped

.

into her hand a cheque for fifty pounds from Scout-

bush, and assured her that he would be quite aiigry if

she spoke of paying the rent of the rooms ; Elsley was

mooning down the river by himself; Claude was enter-

taining his Cambridge acquaintances, as he did every

night, with his endless fun and sentiment. Gradually

the tourists slipt in one by one, as the Jast rays of the

sun faded off the peaks of Aran, arid the mist settled

down upon the dark valley beneath, and darkness fell

upon that rock-girdled paradise ; when up to the door

below there drove a car, at sight whereof out rushed,
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not waiters only and landlady, but Mr. Bowie himself,

who helped out a very short figure in a pea-jacket and

a shining boating hat, and then a very tall one in a

wild shooting-coat and a military cap.

" My brother, and mon Saint Pere ! Lucia ! too

delightful ! This is why they did not write." And

Valencia sprang up, and was going to run down stairs

to them, when she paused at Lucia's call.

" Who have they with them ? Val,—come and look

!

who can it be ?
^'

Campbell and Bowie were helping out carefully a

tall man, covered up in many wrappers. It was too

dark to see the face; but a fancy crossed Valencia's

mind which made her look grave, in spite of her.

pleasure.

He was evidently weak, as from recent illness ; for

his two supporters led him up the steps, and Scoutbush

seemed full of directions and inquiries, and fussed

about with the landlady, till she was tired of curtseying

to " my lord.'^

A minute afterwards Bowie threw open the door

grandly. " My lord, my ladies
! " and in trotted

Scoutbush, and began kissing them fiercely, and then

dancing about.

" Oh my dears ! Here at last—out of that horrid city

of the plague ! Such sights as I have seen
—

'^ and

then he paused. " Do you know, Val and Lucia, I'm

glad I've seen it : I don't know, but I feel as if I should
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be a better man all my life ; and those poor people^ how

well they did behave ! And the Major, he's an angel

!

And so 's that brick of a doctor, and the mad school-

mistress, and the curate. Everybody, I think, but me.

Hang it, Val ! but your words shan't come true ! I

will be of some use yet before I die ! But Pve—" and

Valencia went up to him and kissed him, while he ran

on, and Lucia said,

—

" You have been of use already, dear Fred. You

have sent me and the dear children to this sweet place,

where we have been safer and happier than
—

" (she

checked herself) ;
" and your generous present too. I

feel quite a girl again, thanks to you. Yal and I have

done nothing but laugh all day long;" and she began

kissing him too.

" How happy could I be with either,

Were t'other dear charmer away !

"

broke out Scoutbush. " What a pity it is now, that I

should have two such sweet creatures making love to

me, and can't marry either of them ? Why did ye go

and be my father's daughters, mavourneen ? I'd have

made a peeress of the one of ye, if yeM had the sense

to be anybody else's sisters."

At which they all laughed, and laughed, and chat-

tered broad Irish together as they used to do for fun in

old Kilanbaggan Castle, before Lucia was a weary wife,

and Valencia a worldly fine lady, and Scoutbush a
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rackety guardsman, breaking half of tlie ten command-

ments every week, rather from ignorance than vice.

" Well, I^m glad ye're pleased with me, asthore," said

he at last to Lucia ;
" but Pve done another Uttle good

deed, I flatter myself; for I've brought away the poor

spalpeen of a priest, and have got him safe in the house."

Valencia stopped short in her fun.

" Why, what have ye to say against that. Miss

Val?^'

" Why, won't he be a little in the way ? " said Val-

encia, not knowing what to say.

" Faith, he needn't trouble you ; and I shall take

very good care—I wonder when the supper is coming

—

that neither he nor any else troubles me. But really," said

he, in his natural voice, and with some feeling, " I

was ashamed to go away and leave him there. He
would have died if we had. He worked day and night.

Talk of saints and martyrs ! Campbell himself said he

was an idler by the side of him."

"Oh! I hope Major Campbell has not over-exerted

himself!"

" He ? nothing hurts him. He's as hard as his own

sword. But the poor curate worked on, till he got the

cholera himself. He always expected it, longed for it

;

Campbell said—wanted to die. Some love affair, I

suppose, poor fellow !—and a terrible bout he had for

eight-and-forty hours. Thurnall thought him gone

again and again; but he pulled the poor fellow through.
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after all ; and we got some one (that is_, Campbell did)

to take his duty ; and brought him away, after a good

deal of persuasion ; for he would not move as long as

there was a fresh case in the town : that is why we

never wrote. We did not know till the last hour when

we should start ; and we expected to be with you in

two days, and give you a pleasant surprise. He was half

dead when we got him on board : but the week^s sea-

air helped him through ; so I must not grumble at these

northerly breezes. ^ It^s an ill-wind that blows nobody

good/ they say !

"

Valencia heard all this as in a dream ; and watched

her chattering brother with a stupitied air. She com-

prehended all now ; and bitterly she blamed herself. He
had really loved her, then ; set himself manfully to die

at his post, that he might forget her in a better

world. How shamefully she had trifled with that noble

heart ! How should she ever meet—how have courage

to look him in the face? And not love, or anything

like love, but sacred pity and self-abasement filled her

heart, as his fair, delicate face rose up before her, all

wan and shrunken, with sad upbraiding eyes ; and round

it such a halo, pure and pale, as crowns, in some old

German picture, a martyr^s head.

" He has had the cholera ! he has been actually

dying?" asked she at last, with that strange wish to

hear over again bad news, which one knows too well

already.
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" Of course lie has. Why, you are not going away,

Valencia ? You need not be afraid of infection. Camp-

bell, and Tliurnall too, says that's all nonsense ; and

they must know, having seen it so often. Here comes

Bowie at last with supper !

"

'' Has Mr. Headley had anything to eat ? '^ asked

Valencia, who longed to ran away to her own room,

but dared not.

" He is eating now like any ged. Ma'am ; and Major

Campbell 's making him eat, too."

" He must be very ill," thought she, ^' for mon
Saint Pere never to have come near us yet:" and

then she thought with terror that her Saint Pere might

have guessed the truth, and be angry with her. And
yet she trusted in Frank's secrecy. He would not

betray her.

Take care, Valencia. When a woman has to trust

a man not to betray her, and does trust him, she may

soon find it not only easy, but necessary, to do more

than trust him.

However, in five minutes Campbell came in. Va-

lencia saw at once that there was no change in liis

feelings to her : but he could talk of nothing but

Headley, his self-devotion, courage, angelic gentle-

ness, and humility; and every word of his praise

was a fresh arrow in Valencia's conscience ; at

last,

—

*^Onc knows well enough what is the matter," said
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lie, almost bitterly
—"wliat is the matter, I sometimes

tliink, with half the noblest men in the world, and

nine-tenths of the noblest women ; and with many a

one, too, God help them ! who is none of the noblest,

and therefore does not know how to take the bitter

cup, as he knows—

"

'' What does the philosopher mean now ? " asked

Sccutbush, looking np from the cold lamb. Valencia

kne-^Y but too well what he meant.

" He has a history, my dear Lord."

^' A history ? What ! is he writing a book ?
"

Campbell laughed a quiet under-laugh, half sad,,

half humorous.

^^I am very tired," said Yalencia ; "I really think

I shall go to bed."

She went to her room ; but to bed she did not go

:

she sat down and cried till she could cry no more,

and lay awake the greater part of the night, tossing

miserably. She would have done better if she had

prayed; but prayer, about such a matter, was what

Yalencia knew nothing of. She was regular enough at

church, of course, and said her prayers and confessed

her sins in a general way, and prayed about her " soul,"

as she had been taught to do, — unless she was too

tired : but to pray really, about a real sorrow, a real sin

like this, was a thought which never entered her mind

;

and if it had, she would have driven it away again :

just because the anxiety was so real, practical, human,

VOL. III. C



18 BEDDGELERT.

it was a matter wliicli had nothing to do with religion

;

which it seemed impertinent— almost wrong, to lay-

before the Throne of God.

So she came down stairs next morning, pale, rest-

less, unrefreshed in body or mind ; and her peace of

mind was not improved by seeing, seated at the break-

fast-table, Frank Headley, whom Lucia and Scoutbush

were stuffing with all manner of good things.

She blushed scarlet—do what she would she could

not help it—when he rose and bowed to her. Half

choked, she came .forward and offered her hand. She

was "so shocked to hear that he had been so dan-

gerously ill,—no one had even told them of it,—it had

come upon them so suddenly -^^ and so forth.

She spoke kindly, but avoided the least tone of tender-

ness : for she felt that if she gave way, she might be only

too tender ; and to re-awaken hope in his heart would

be only cruelty. And therefore, and for other reasons

also, she did not look him in the face as she spoke.

He answered so cheerfully, that she was half disap-

pointed, in spite of her remorse, at his not being as mise-

rable as she had expected. Still, if he had overcome the

passion, it was so much better for him. But yet Valencia

hardly wished that he should have overcome it, so self-

contradictory is woman^s heart ; and her pity had sunk

to half-ebb, and her self-complacency was rising with

a flowing tide, as he chatted on quietly, but genially,

about the voyage, and the scenery, and Snowdon, which
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he had never seen, and which he would ascend that

very day.

" You will do nothing of the kind, Mr. Headley

!

''

cried Lucia. " Is he not mad, Major Campbell, quite

mad?"
" I know I am mad, my dear Mrs. Vavasour ; I have

been so a long time : but Snowdon ponies are in their

sober senses,—and I shall take one of them."

" Fulfil the old pun ?—Begin beside yourself, and

end beside your horse ! I am sure he is not strong

.enough to sit over those rocks. No, you shall stay

at home comfortably here ; Valencia and I will take

care of you."

" And mon Saint Pere too ? I have a thousand things

to say to him."

" And so has he to Queen Whims."

So Scoutbush sent Bowie for " John Jones Clerk,"

the fisherman, (may his days be as many as his

salmon, and as good as his flies !) and the four stayed

at home, and talked over the Aberalva tragedies, till, as

it befel, both Lucia and Campbell left the room awhile.

Immediately Frank rose, and walking across to

Valencia, laid the fatal ring on the arm of her chair,

and returned to his seat without a word.

'' You are very . I hope that it ," stam-

mered Valencia.

" You hope that it was a comfort to me ? It was j

and I shall be always grateful to you for it."

c2
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Valencia heard an emphasis on tlie " Avas." It

checked the impulse (foolish enough) which rose in her,

to bid him keep the ring.

So prim and dignified, she slipped it into its place on

her finger, and went on with her work; merely saying,

—

" I need not say that I am happy that anything

which I could do should have been of use to you in

such a fearful time."

" It was a fearful time ! but for myself, I cannot be

too glad of it. God grant that it may have been as

useful to others as to me ! It cured me of a great folly.

!Now I look back, I am astonished at my own ab-

surdity, rudeness, presumption.—You must let me say

it !—I do not know how to thank you enough. I cannot

trust myself with the fit Avords, they would be so

strong : but I owe this confession to you, and to your

exceeding goodness and kindness, when you would have

been justified in treating me as a madman. I was mad,

I believe : but T am in my right mind now, I assure you,"

said he gaily. " Had I not been, I need hardly say you

would not have seen me here. What a prospect this is !

"

And he rose and looked out of the window.

Valencia had heard all this with downcast eyes and

unmoved face. Was she pleased at it? Not in the

least, the naughty child that she was ; and more, slie

grew quite angry with herself, ashamed of herself, fur

having thought and felt so much about hira the night

before. '^ IIow silly of me ! He is very well, and does
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not care for me. And \yho is he, pray, that I should

even look at him ?
^'

And, as if in order to put her words into practice, she

looked at him there and then. He was gazing out of

the window, leaning gracefully and yet feebly against

the shutter, with the full glory of the forenoon sun

upon his sharp-cut profile and rich chestnut locks ; and

after all, having looked at him once, she could not

help looking at him again. He w^as certainly a most

gentle no an-like man, elegant from head to foot; there

was not an ungraceful line about him, to his very boots,

and the white nails of his slender fingers; even the

defects of his figure—the too great length of the neck

and slope of the shoulders—increased his likeness to

those saintly pictures with which he had been mixed up

in her mind the night before. He was at one extreme

pole of the dijfferent types of manhood, and that burly

doctor who had saved his life at the other : but her

Saint Pere alone perfectly combined the two. There

was nobody like him, after all. Perhaps her wisest

plan, as Headley had forgotten his fancy, was to con-

fess all to the Saint Pere (as she usually did her little

sins), and get some sort of absolution from him.

However, she must say something in answer

—

" Yes, it is a very lovely view ; but really I must say

one more word about this matter. I have to thank you,

you know, for the good faith which you have kept with
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He looked round, seemingly amused. " Cela va sans

dire!" and he bowed ;
" pray do not say any more about

the matter;" and he looked at her with such humble

and thankful eyes, that Valencia was sorry not to hear

more from him than

—

" Pray tell me—for of course you know—the name

of this exquisite valley up which I am looking."

" Gwynnant. You must go up it when you are well

enough, and see the lakes ; they are the only ones in

Snowdon from the banks of which the primaeval forest

has not disappeared."

" Indeed ? I must make shift to go there this very

afternoon, for—do not laugh at me—but I never saw a

lake in my life."

" Never saw a lake ?"

" No. I am a true Lowlander : born and bred among

bleak Norfolk sands and fens—so much the worse for

this chest of mine ; and this is my first sight of moun-

tains. It is all like a dream to me, and a dream which

I never expected to be realized."

" Ah, you should see our Irish lakes and mountains

—you should see Killarney !"

"I am content with these; I suppose it is as wrong

to break the tenth commandment about scenery, as about

anything else."

" Ah, but it seems so hard that you, who I am sure

woukl appreciate fine scenery, should have been debarred

from it, \Yhile hundreds of stupid people run over the
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Alps and Italy every summer, and come home, as far

as I can see, rather more stupid than they went ; having

made confusion worse confounded by filling their poor

brains with hard names out of Murray."

"Not quite so hard as that thousands, every day,

who would enjoy a meat dinner, should have nothing

but dry bread, and not enough of that. I fancy some-

times, that in some mysterious way, that want will be

made up to them in the next life ; and so with all the

beautiful things which travelled people talk of—I com-

fort myself with the fancy, that I see as much as is good

for me here, and that if I make good use of that, I

shall see the Alps and the Andes in the world to come,

or something much more worth seeing. Tell me now,

how far may that range of crags be from us ? I am sure

that I could walk there after luncheon, this mountain

air is strengthening me so."

" Walk thither ? I assure you they are at least four

miles off."

" Four ? And I thought them one ! So clear and

sharp as they stand out against the sky, one fancies that

one could almost stretch out a hand and touch those

knolls and slabs of rock, as distinct as in a photograph
;

and yet so soft and rich withal, dappled with pearly-

grey stone and purple heath. Ah !—So it must be, I

suppose. The first time that one sees a glorious thing,

one's heart is lifted up towards it in love and awe, till

it seems near to one—ground on which one may freely
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tread, because one appreciates and admires ; and so one

forgets the distance between its grandeur and one's own

littleness."

The allusion was palpable : but did he intend it ?

Surely not, after what he had just said. And yet there

was a sadness in the tone which made Valencia fancy

that some feeling for her might still linger : but he evi-

dently had been speaking to himself, forgetful, for the

•moment, of her presence; for he turned to her with a

start and a blush—''But now—I have been troubling

you too long with this stupid tete-a-tete sentimentality

of mine. I will make my I30W, and find the Major. I

am afraid, if it be possible for him to forget any one, he

has forgotten me in some new moss or other.^^

He went out, and to Valencia's chagrin she saw him

no more that day. He spent the forenoon in the

garden, and the afternoon in lying down, and at night

complained of fatigue, and stayed in his ownroom the

whole evening, while Campbell read him to sleep. Kext

morning, however, he made his appearance at breakfast^

well and cheerful.

" I must play at sick man no more, or I shall rob yon,

I see, of Major Campbeirs company ; and I owe you

all for too much already.'^

" Unless you are better than you were last night, you

must play at sick man," said the Major. " I cannot con-

ceive what exhausted you so ; unless you ladies are better

nurses, I must let no one come near him but mvself.
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If you had been scolding liim the whole morning,

instead of praising him as he deserves^ he could not

have been more tired last night/'

" Pray do not !" cried Frank, evidently much pained;

" I had such a delightful morning, and every one is so

kind—you onh^ make me wretched, when I feel all the

trouble I am giving/-'

''My dear fellow,'^ said Scoutbush en grand serieux,

'^ after all that you have done for our people at Aber-

alva, I should be very much shocked if any of my family

thought any service shown to you a trouble."

" Pray do not speak so," said Frank, " I am fallen

among angels, when I least expected."

'' Scoutbush as an angel
!

" shrieked Lucia, clapping

her hands. '' Elsley, don't you see the wings sprouting

already, under his shooting jacket ?
"

" They are my braces, I suppose, of course, " said

Scoutbush, who never understood a joke about himself,

though he hked one about other people ; while Elsley,

who hated all jokes, made no answer—at least none

worth recording. In fact, as the reader may have dis-

covered, Elsle}^, save tete-k-tete with some one who took

his fancy, was somev-'hat of a silent and morose animal,

and, as little Scoutbush confided to Mellot, there was no

getting a rise out of him. All which Lucia saw as

keenly as any one, and tried to pass off by chattering

nervously and fussily for him, as well as for herself;

whereby she only made him the more cross, for he could
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not the least understand her argument—"Why, my
dear, if you don't talk to people, I must !

"

" But why should people be talked to ?"

" Because they like it, and expect it
!

"

" The more foolish they. Much better to hold their

tongues and think/^

" Or read your poetry, I suppose ?" And then would

begin a squabble.

Meanwhile there was one, at least, of the party, who

was watching Lucia with most deep and painful

interest. Lord Scoutbush was too busy Avith his own

comforts, especially with his fishing, to think much of

this moroseness of Elsley's. " If he suited Lucia, very

well. His taste and hers difi'ered : but it was her con-

cern, not his
'^—was a very easy way of freeing himself

from all anxiety on the matter : but not so , with

Major Campbell. He saw all this; and knew enough

of human nature to suspect that the self-seeking which

showed as moroseness in company, might show as

downright bad temper in private. Longing to know

more of Elsley, if possible, to guide and help him, he

tried to be intimate with him, as he had tried at

Aberalva; paid him court, asked his opinion, talked to*

him on all subjects which he thought would interest

him. His conclusion was more favourable to Elsley's

head than to his heart. He saw that Elsley was vain,

and liked his attentions ; and that lowered him in his

eyes : but he saw too that Elsley shrank from him ; at
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first lie thought it pride_, but he soon found that it was

fear ; and that lowered him still more in his eyes.

Perhaps Campbell was too hard on the poet : but his

own purity itself told against Elsley. "Who am I,

that any one should be afraid of me, unless they have

done something wrong ? " So, with his dark suspicions

roused, he watched intently every word and every tone

of Elsley's to his wife ; and here he came to a more

unpleasant conclusion still. He saw that they were,

sometimes at Jeast, not happy together ; and from this

he took for granted, too hastily, that they were never

happy together; that Lucia was an utterly ill-used

person ; that Elsley was a bad fellow, who ill-treated

her : and a black and awful indignation against the

man grew up within him ; all the more fierce because

it seemed utterly righteous, and because, too, it had,

under heavy penalties, to be utterly concealed beneath

a courteous and genial manner : till many a time he

felt inclined to knock Elsley down for little roughnesses

to her, which were really the fruit of mere gaucherie;

and then accused himself for a hypocrite, because he

was keeping up the courtesies of life with such a man.

Eor Campbell, like most men of his temperament, was

over-stern, and sometimes a little cruel and unjust, in

demanding of others the same lofty code which he had

laid down for himself, and in demanding it, too, of

some more than of others, by a very questionable exer-

cise of private judgment. On the whole, he was right.
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no doubt, in being as indulgent as he dared to the pub-

licnns and sinners like Scoutbush; and in being as

severe as he dared on all Pharisees, and pretentious

persons whatsoever : but he was too much inclined to

draw between the two classes one of those strono: lines

of demarcation which exist only in the fancies of the

human brain ; for sins, like all diseased matters, are

complicated and confused matters; many a seeming

Pharisee is at heart a self-condemned publican, and

ought to be comforted, and not cursed; while many a

publican is, in the midst of all his foul sins, a thorough

exclusive and self-complacent Pharisee, and needs not

the right hand of mercy, but the strong arm of punish-

ment.

Campbell, like other men, had his faults; and his

were those of a man wrapped up in a pure and stately,

but an austere and lonely creed, disgusted with the

world in all its forms, and looking down upon men
in general nearly as much as Thurnall did. So he

set down Elsley for a bad man, to whom he was

forced by hard circumstances to behave as if he were a

good one.

The only way, therefore, in which he could vent his

feeling, was by showing to Lucia that studied attention

which sympathy and chivalry demand of a man toward

an injured woman. Not that he dared; or wished, to

conduct himself with her as he did with Valencia, even

liad she not been a married woman ; he did not know
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her as intimately as he did her sister : but still he had

a right to behave as the most intimate friend of her

family, and he asserted that right; and all the more

determinedly because Elsley seemed now and then

not to like it. " I will teach him how to behave to a

charming woman/^ said he to himself; and perhaps he

had been wiser if he had not said it : but every man
has his weak point, and chivalry was Major CampbelPs.

" What do you think of that poet, Mellot ?" said he

once, on returning from a pic-nic, during which Elsley

had never noticed his wife ; and, at last, finding Valencia

engaged with Headley, had actually gone off, pour pis

aller, to watch Lord Scoutbush fishing.

" Oh, clever enough, and to spare ; and as well read a

man as I know. One of the Sturm-und-drang party, of

course;—the express locomotive school, scream-and-go-

ahead : and thinks me, with my classicism, a benighted

pagan. Still, every man has a right to his opinion.

Live and let live."

" I don^t care about his taste," said the Major, impa-

tiently. " What sort of man is he ?—man, Claude ?"

^' Ahem, humph ! *Irritabile genus poetarum.' But

one is so accustomed to that among literary men, one

never expects them to be like anybody else, and so

take their whims and oddities for granted."

^^ And their sins too, eh ?
"

" Sins ? I know of none on his part."

'' Don't you call temper a sin?"
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" No ; I call it a determination of blood to the head,

or of animal spirits to the wrong place, or—my dear

Major, I am no moralist. I take people, you know, as

I find them. But he is a bore ; and I should not

wonder if that sweet little woman had found it out

ere now."

Campbell ground something between his teeth. He
fancied himself full of righteous w^rath : he was really

in a very unchristian temper. Be it so ; perhaps there

were excuses for him (as there are for many men), of

which we know nothing.

Elsley, meanwhile, watched Campbell with fast

lowering brow. Losing a woman's affections ? He
who does so deserves his fate. Had he been in the

habit of paying proper attention to Lucia, he would

have liked Campbell all the more for his conduct.

There are few greater pleasures to a man who is what

he should be to his wife, than to see other men

admiring what he admires, and trying to rival him,

where he knows that he can have no rival. Let

them worship as much as they will. Let her make

herself as charming to them as she can. What matter?

He smiles at them in his heart ; for has he not,

over and above all the pretty things which he can say

and do ten times as well as they, a talisman— a dozen

talismans which are beyond their reach ?— in the

strength of which he will go home and laugh over

with her, amid sacred caresses, all which makes mean
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men mad? But Elsley, alas for him, had neglected

Lucia himself, and therefore dreaded comparison with

any other man; and the suspicions which had taken

root in him at Aberalva grew into ugly shape and

strength. However he was silent, and contented himself

with coldness and all but rudeness.

There were excuses for him. In the first place, it

would have been an ugly thing to take notice of any

man's attentions to a wife ; it could not be done

but upon the strongest grounds, and done in a w^ay

which would make a complete rupture, necessary, so

breaking up the party in a sufficiently unpleasant way.

Besides, to move in the matter at all would be to

implicate Lucia; for, of whatsoever kind CampbelPs

attentions were, she evidently liked them ; and a

quarrel with her on that score was more than Elsley

dared face. He was not a man of strong moral

courage; he hated a scene of any kind; and he was

afraid of being worsted in any really serious quarrel,

not merely by Campbell, but by Lucia. It may seem

strange that he should be afraid of her, though not so

that he should be afraid of Campbell. But the truth

is, that the man who bullies his wife very often does

so—as Elsley had done more than once—simply to prove

to himself his own strength, and hide his fear of her.

He knew well that woman's tongue, when once the " fair

beast " is brought to bay, is a weapon far too trenchant

to be faced by any shield but that of a very clear
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conscience toward lier; whicli was more than Elsley

had.

^ r~ Beside— and it is an honour to Elsley Vavasour,

amid all his weakness, that he had justice and chivalry

^^ enough left to know what nine men out of ten ignore

V^^^ —behind all, let the worst come to the worst, lay one

1^' just and terrible rejoinder, which he, though he had

^ been no worse than the average of men, could only

answer bv silent shame,

—

" At least. Sir, I was pure when I came to you !

*^ You best know whether you were so likewise/^

And yet even that, so all-forgiving is woman, might

have been faced by some means : but the miserable

complication about the false name still remained.

Elsley believed that he was in his wife's power ; that

she could, if she chose, turn upon him, and proclaim

him to the world as a scoundrel and an impostor.

And, as it is of the nature of man to hate those whom
he fears, Elsley began to have dark and ugly feelings

toward Lucia. Instead of throwing them away, as

a strong man would have done, he pampered them

almost without meaning to do so. For he let them run

riot through his too vivid imagination, in the form of

possible speeches, possible scenes, till he had looked

and looked through a hundred thoughts which no man

has a right to entertain for a moment. True ; he had

entertained them with horror : but lie ought not to have

entertained them at all ; he ought to have kicked them
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contemptuously out and back to tlie devil, from wlience

they came. It may be, again, that this is impossible to

man ; that prayer is the only refuge against that Wal-

purgis-dance of the witches and the fiends, which will,

at hapless moments, whirl unbidden through a mortal

brain : but Elsley did not pray.

So, leaving these fancies in his head too long, he

soon became accustomed to them ; and accustomed, too,

to the Nemesis which they bring with them, of chronic

moodiness and concealed rage. Day by day he was

lashing himself up into fresh fury, and jet day b}^

day he was becoming more careful to conceal that

fury. He had many reasons : moral cowardice, which

made him shrink from the tremendous consequences of

an explosion—equally tremendous were he right or

wrong. Then the secret hope, perhaps the secret con-

sciousness, that he was wrong, and was only saying to

God, like the self-deceiving prophet, "I do well to be

angry
;
" then the honest fear of going too far ; of being

surprised at last into some hideous and irreparable

speech or deed, which he might find out too late was

utterly unjust: then at moments (for even that would

cross him) the devilish notion, that, by concealment, he

might lure Lucia on to give him a safe ground for

attack. All these, and more, tormented him for a

wretched fortnight, during which he became, at such

an expense of self-control as he had not exercised for

years, courteous to Campbell, more than courteous to

VOL. HI. D
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Lucia; hiding, under a smiling face, wrath which

increased with the pressure brought to bear upon it.

Campbell and Lucia, Mellot, Valencia, and Frank,

utterly deceived, went on more merrily than ever, little

dreaming that they walked and talked daily with a

man who was fast becoming glad to flee to the pit of

hell, but for the fear that " God would be there also."

They, meanwhile, chatted on, enjoying, as human

souls are allowed to do at rare and precious moments,

the mere sensation of being ; of which they would talk

at times in a way which led them down into deep

matters : for instance

—

*' How pleasant to sit here for ever ! " said Claude,

one afternoon, in the inn garden at Beddgelert, " and

say, not with Descartes, ' I think, therefore I exist ;*

but simply, ' I enjoy, therefore I exist.' I almost think

those Emersonians are right at times, when they crave

the ' life of plants, and stones, and rain.* Stangrave

said to me once, that his ideal of perfect bliss was that

of an oyster in the Indian seas, drinking the warm salt

w^ater motionless, and troubling himself about nothing,

while nothing troubled itself about him."

" Till a diver came and tore him up for the sake of

his pearls?" said Valencia.

" He did not intend to contain any pearls. A pearl,

you know, is a disease of the oyster, the product of

some irritation. He wished to be the oyster pure and

simple, a part of nature."
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" And to be of no use ?" asked Frank.

" Of none whatsoever. Nature had made him what

he was, and all beside was her business, and not his.

I don't deny that I laughed at him, and made him wroth

by telling him that his doctrine was * the apotheosis of

loafing.^ But my heart went with him, and with the

jolly oyster too. It is very beautiful after all, that care-

less nymph and shepherd life of the old Greeks, and

that Marquesas romance of Herman Melville's— to

enjoy the simple fact of living, like a Neapolitan

lazzaroni, or a fly upon a wall.^^

" But the old Greek heroes fought and laboured to

till the land, and rid it of giants and monsters," said

Frank. '' And as for the Marquesas, Mr. Melville found

out, did he not—as you did once—that they were only

petting and fattening him for the purpose of eating

him? There is a dark side to that pretty picture,

Mr. Mellot.^'

"Tant pis pour eux ! But that is an unnecessary

appendage to the idea, surely. It must be possible to

realize such a simple, rich, healthy life, without wicked-

ness, if not without human sorrow. It is no dream, and

no one shall rob me of it. I have seen fragments of it

scattered up and down the world; and I believe they

will all meet in Paradise—where and when I care not

;

but they will mieet. I was very happy in the South Sea

Islands, after that, when nobody meant to eat me ; and

I am very happy here, and do not intend to be eaten,

d2
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unless it will be any pleasure to Miss St. Just. No

;

let man enjoy himself when he can, and take his fill of

those flaming red geraniums^ and glossy rhododendrons,

and feathered crown-ferns^ and the gold green lace of

those acacias tossing and whispering overhead, and the

purple mountains sleeping there aloft, and the murmur

of the brook over the stones ; and drink in scents with

every breath,—what was his nose made for, save to

smell ? I used to torment myself once by asking them

all what they meant. Now, I am content to have done

with symbolisms, and say, ^What you all mean, I care

not ; all I know is, that I can draw pleasure from the

mere sight of you, as, perhaps, you do from the mere

sight of me ; so let us sit together, Nature and I, and

stare into each other's eyes like two young lovers, care-

less of the morrow and its griefs.' I will not even take

the trouble to paint her. Why make ugly copies of

perfect pictures ? Let those who wish to see her take

a railway ticket, and save us academicians colours and

canvas. Quant h moi, the public must go to the

mountains, as Mahomet had to do ; for the mountains

shall not come to the public.^'

" One of your wilful paradoxes, Mr. Mellot ; why,

you are photographing them all day long."

" Not quite all day long. Madam, And, after ah,

il faut vivre : I want a few luxuries ; I have no capacity

for keeping a shop; photographing pays better than

painting, considering the time it takes ; and it is only
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Nature reproducing herself, not caricaturing her. But

if any one will ensure me a poor two thousand a year, I

will promise to photograph no more, but vanish to Sicily

or Calabria, and sit with Sabina in an orchard all my
days, twining rose -garlands for her pretty head, like

Theocritus and his friends, while the ' pears drop on our

shoulders, and the apples by our side.'

"What do you think of all this?^^ asked Valencia

of Frank.

" That I am too like the Emersonian oyster here,

very happy, and very useless ; and, therefore, very

anxious to be gone."

"Surely you have earned the right to be idle

awhile?"

" No one has a right to be idle."

"Oh!" groaned Claude; "where did you find that

eleventh commandment ?
''

" I have done with all eleventh commandments ; for

I find it quite hard work enough to keep the ancient

ten. But I find it, Mellot, in the deepest abyss of all

;

in the very depth from which the commandments

sprang. But we will not talk about it here."

"Why not?" asked Valencia, looking up. "Are

we so very naughty as to be unworthy to listen ?
"

"And are these mountains," asked Claude, " so ugly

and ill-made, that they are an unfit pulpit for a sermon ?

No ; tell me what you mean. After all, I am half in jest."

"Do not courtesy, pity, chivalry, generosity, self-
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sacrifice,—in short, being of use,—do not our hearts tell

us that they are the most beautiful, noble, lovely things

in the world ?"

" I suppose it is so,'^ said Valencia.

" Why does one admire a soldier ? Not for his epau-

lettes and red coat, but because one knows that,

coxcomb though he be at home here, there is the power

in him of that same self-sacrifice that, when he is called,

he will go and die, that he may be of use to his

country. And yet—it may seem invidious to say so

just now—but there are other sorts of self-sacrifice, less

showy, but even more beautiful/^

" Oh, Mr. Headley, what can a man do more than

die for his countrymen ?
'^

" Live for them. It is a longer work, and therefore

a more difficult and a nobler one."

Frank spoke in a somewhat sad and abstracted

tone.

" But, tell me," she said, " what all this has to do

with—with the deep matter of which you spoke ?
"

'^ Simply that it is the law of all earth, and heaven,

and Him who made them.—That God is perfectly

powerful, because He is perfectly and infinitely of use
;

and perfectly good, because He delights utterly and

always in being of use ; and that, therefore, we can

become like God—as the very heathens felt that we

can, and ought to become—only in proportion as

•we become of use. I did not see it once. I tried
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to be good, not knowing what good meant. I tried

to be good, because I thought it would pay me in the

world to come. But, at last, I saw that all life, all

devotion, all piety, were only worth anything, only

Divine, and God-like, and God-beloved, as they were

means to that one end—to be of use.^^

" It is a noble thought, Headley," said Claude : but

Valencia was silent.

"It is a noble thought, Mellot; and all thoughts

become clear in the light of it ; even that most difficult

thought of all,which so often torments good people, when

they feel, ^ I ought to love God, and yet I do not love

Him.^ Easy to love Him, if one can once think of

Him as the concentration, the ideal perfection, of all

which is most noble, admirable, lovely in human cha-

racter ! And easy to work, too, when one once feels that

one is working for such a Being, and with such a Being

;

as that ! The whole world round us, and the future of

the world too, seem full of light even down to its

murkiest and foulest depths, when we can but remember

that great idea,—An infinitely useful God over all, who

is trying to make each of us useful in his place. If that

be not the beatific vision of which old Mystics spoke so

rapturously, one glimpse of which was perfect bliss,

I at least know none nobler, desire none more blessed.

Pray forgive me. Miss St. Just ! I ought not to in-

trude thus
!"

'' Go on !
'^ said Valencia.
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'^ I—I really have no more to say. I have said too

much. I do not know how I have been betrayed

so far/' stammered Frank, who had the just dislike of

his school of anything like display on such solemn

matters.

" Can you tell us too much truth ? Mr. Headley is

right, Mr. Mellot, and you are wrong."

" It will not be the first time, Miss St. Just. But

what I spoke in jest, he has answered in earnest.'^

''He was quite right. We are none of us half

earnest enough. There is Lucia with the children.^'

And she rose, and walked across the garden.

" You have moved the fair trifler somewhat," said

Claude.

" God grant it ! but I cannot think what made

me."

"Why think? You spoke out nobly, and I shall

not forget your sermon."

" I was not preaching at you, most affectionate and

kindly of men."

" And laziest of men, likewise. What can I do now,

at this moment, to be of use to any one ? Set me my
task."

But Frank was following with his eyes Valencia, as

she went hurriedly across to Lucia. He saw her take

two of the children at once off her sister's hands, and

carry them away down a walk. A few minutes after-

wards he could hear her romping with them ; but
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he could not have guessed, from the silver din of

those merry voices^ that Valencia's heart was heavy

within her.

For her conscience was really smitten. Of what use

was she in the world ? Major Campbell had talked

to her often about her duties to this person and to that,

of this same necessity of being useful ; but she had

escaped from the thought, as we have seen her, in

laughing at poor little Scoutbush on the very same

score. But why had not Major Campbell's sermons

touched her heart as this one had ? Who can tell ? Who
is there among us to whom an oft-heard truth has not

become a tiresome and superfluous common-place, till

one day it has flashed before us utterly new, indubit-

able, not to be disobeyed, written in letters of fire

across the whole vault of heaven? All one can say is,

that her time was not come. Besides, she looked

on Major Campbell as a being utterly superior to

herself; and that very superiority, while it allowed her

to be as familiar with him as she chose, excused her in

her own eyes from opening to him her real heart. She

could safely jest with him, let him pet her, play at

being his daughter, while she felt that between him and

her lay a gulf as wide as between earth and heaven

;

and that very notion comforted her in her naughtiness

;

for in that case, of course, his code of morals was not

meant for her; and while she took his warnings (as

many of them at least as she chose), she thought her-
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self by no means bound to follow his examples. She

all but worshipped him as her guardian angel : but she

was not meant for an angel herself; so she could

indulge freely in those little escapades and frivolities

for which she was born, and then, whenever frightened,

run for shelter under his wings. But to hear the same,

and even loftier words, from the lips of the Curate,

whom she had made her toy, almost her butt, was

to have them brought down unexpectedly and pain-

fully to her own level. If this was his ideal, why

ought it not to be hers? Was she not his equal,

perhaps his superior ? And so her very pride humbled

her, as she said to herself,
—" Then I too ought to be

useful. I can be ; I will be !

"

" Lucia," asked she, that very afternoon, " will you

let me take the children off your hands while Clara is

busy in the morning ?
''

" Oh, you dear good creature ! but it would be such a

gene ! They are really stupid, I am afraid, sometimes,

or else I am. They make me so miserably cross at

times."

" I will take them. It would be a relief to you,

would it not ?
"

" My dear !
" said poor Lucia, with a doleful smile,

which seemed to Valencia's self-accusing heart to say,

" Have you only now discovered that fact?
"

From that day Valencia courted Headley's company

more and more. To fall in love with him was of course



BEDDGELEET. 43

absurd ; and he had cured himself of his passing fancy

for her. There could be no harm, then, in her making

the most of conversation so different from what she

heard in the world, and which in her heart of hearts

she liked so much better. For it was with Valencia

as with all women ; in this common fault of frivolity,

as in most others, the men rather than they are

to blame. Valencia had cultivated in herself those

qualities which she saw admired by the men whom she

met, and some one of whom, of course, she meant to

marry; and as their female ideal was a butterfly ideal,

a butterfly she became. But beneath all lay, deep

and strong, the woman's love of nobleness and wisdom,

the woman's longing to learn and to be led, which has

shown itself in every age in so many a fantastic ^/

and even ugly shape, and which is their real excuse

for the flirting with " geniuses,'' casting themselves at

the feet of directors ; which had tempted her to

coquette with Elsley, and was now bringing her into

" undesirable " intimacy with the poor Curate.

She had heard that day, with some sorrow, his an-

nouncement that he wished to be gone ; but as he did

not refer to it again, she left the thought alone, and all

but forgot it. The subject, however, was renewed about

a week afterwards. "When you return to Aberalva,"

she had said, in reference to some commission.

" I shall never return to Aberalva."

" Not return ?
"
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" No ; I have already resigned tlie curacy. I believe

your uncle lias appointed to it the man whom Campbell

found for me : and an excellent man, I hear, he is.

At least he will do better there than 1.'*

*' But what could have induced you ? How sorry all

the people will be !

"

" I am not so sure of that," said he with a smile.

" I did what I could at last to win back at least their

respect, and to leave at least not hatred behind me;

but I am unfit for them. I did not understand them.

I meant—no matter what I meant ; but I failed. God

forgive me ! I shall now go somewhere where I shall

have simpler work to do ; where I shall at least have a

chance of practising the lesson which I learnt there.

I learnt it all, strange to say, from the two people in the

parish from whom I expected to learn least."

" Whom do you mean ?
"

"The doctor and the schoolmistress."

" Why from them less than from any in the parish ?

She so good, and he so clever ?
"

*' That I shall never tell to any one now. Suffice it

that I was mistaken."

Valencia could obtain no further answer ; and so the

days ran on, every one becoming more and more inti-

mate, till a certain afternoon, on which they were all to

go and pic-nic, under Claude's pilotage, above the lake

of Gwynnant. Scoutbush was to have been with them

;

but a heavy day's rain in the meanwhile swelled the
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streams into fishing order; so the little man ordered a

car, and started at three in the morning for Bettws

Avith Mr. Bowie, who, however loth to give up the

arrangement of plates and the extraction of champagne

corks, considered his presence by the river-side a

natural necessity.

" My dear Miss Clara, ye see, there^U be nobody to

see that his lordship pits on dry stockings ; and he's

always getting over the tops of his water-boots, being

young and daft, as we've all been, and no offence to

you ; and to tell you truth, I can stand all temptations

—in moderation, that is,—save an' except the chfgice

o' cleiking a fish."



CHAPTER II.

BOTH SIDES OF THE MOON AT ONCE.

The spot which Claude had chosen for the pic-nic

was on one of the lower spurs of that great moun-

tain of The Maiden^s Peak^ which bounds the vale of

Gwynnant to the south. Above, a wilderness of gnarled

volcanic dykes, and purple heather ledges ; below,

broken into glens, in which still linger pale green ash-

woods, relics of that primaeval forest in which, in

Besses days, great Leicester used to rouse the hart with

hound and horn.

Among these Claude had found a little lawn, guarded

by great rocks, out of every cranny of which the ashes

grew as freely as on fiat ground. Their feet were

bedded deep in sweet fern and wild raspberries, and

golden-rod, and purple scabious, and tall blue cam-

panulas. Above them, and before them, and below

them, the ashes shook their green filagree in the bright

sunshine ; and through them glimpses were seen of the

purple cliffs above, and, right in front, of the great
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cataract of Nant Gwynnaot, a long snow-white line

zig-zagging down coal-black cliffs for many a hundred

feet, and above it, depth beyond depth of purple shadow

away into the very heart of Snowdon, up the long valley

of Cwm-dyli, to the great amphitheatre of Clogwyn-y-

Garnedd; while over all the cone of Snowdon rose,

in perfect symmetry, between his attendant peaks of

Lliwedd and Crib Coch.

There they sat, and laughed, and talked, the pleasant

summer afternoon, in their pleasant summer bower;

and never regretted the silence of the birds, so sweetly

did Valencia's song go up, in many a rich sad Irish

melody ; while the lowing of the milch kine, and the

wild cooing of the herd-boys, came softly up from the

vale below, " and all the air was filled with pleasant

noise of waters.
'^

Then Claude must needs photograph them all, as

they sat, and group them first according to his fancy;

and among his fancies was one, that Valencia should

sit as queen, with Headley and the Major at her feet.

And Headley lounged there, and looked into the grass,

and thought it well for him could he lie there for ever.

Then Claude must photograph the mountain itself;

and all began to talk of it.

" See the breadth of light and shadow,'^ said Claude

;

" how the purple depth of the great lap of the mountain

is thrown back by the sheet of green light on Lliwedd,

and the red glory on the cliffs of Crib Coch, till you
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seem to look away into the bosom of the hill, mile

after mile."

" And so you do/' said Headley. ^^ I have learnt to

distinguish mountain distances since I have been here.

That peak is four miles from us now; and yet the

shadowed cliffs at its foot seem double that distance."

'^^And look, look," said Valencia, "at the long line

of glory with which the western sun is gilding the edge

of the left hand slope, bringing it nearer and nearer to

us every moment, against the deep blue sky !

"

" But what a form ! Perfect lightness, perfect sym-

metry !
" said Claude. " Curve sweeping over curve,

peak towering over peak, to the highest point, and then

sinking down again as gracefully as they rose. One

can hardly help fancying that the mountain moves

;

that those dancing lines are not instinct with life."

" At least," said Headley, " that the mountain is a

leaping wave, frozen just ere it fell."

" Perfect !
" said Valencia. " That is the very ex-

pression ! So concise, and yet so complete."

And Headley, poor fool, felt as happy as if he had

found a gold mine.

" To me," said Elsley, '^ the fancy rises of some great

Eastern monarch sitting in royal state ; with ample

shoulders sloping right and left, he lays his purple-

mantled arms upon the heads of two of those Titan

guards who stand on either side his footstool."

"While from beneath his throne," said Headley,
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" as Eastern poets would say, flow everlasting streams,

life-giving, to fertilize broad lands below."

" I did not know that you, too, were a poet,'' said

Valencia.

" Nor I, Madam. But if such scenes as these, and

in such company, cannot inspire the fancy even of a

poor country curate to something of exaltation, he must

be dull indeed.''

" Why not put some of these thoughts into poetry?""

" What use ? " answered he in so low, sad, and mean-

ing a tone, meant only for her ear, that Valencia looked

down at him : but he was gazing intently upon the

glorious scene. Was he hinting at the vanity and vexation

of spirit of poor Elsley's versifying ? Or did he mean

that he had now no purpose in life,—no prize for which

it was worth while to win honour ?

She did not answer him : but he answered himself,

—

perhaps to explain away his own speech,

—

" No, Madam ! God has written the poetry already

;

and there it is before me. My business is not to

re-write it clumsily, but to read it humbly, and give

Him thanks for it."

More and more had Valencia been attracted by

Headley, during the last few weeks. Accustomed to

men who tried to make the greatest possible show of what

small wits they possessed, she was surprised to find one

who seemed to think it a duty to keep his knowledge and

taste in the background. She gave him credit for more

VOL. III. E
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talent than appeared ; for more, perhaps, than he really

had. She was piqued, too, at his very modesty and

self-restraint. Why did not he, like the rest who

dangled . about her, spread out his peacock's train for

her eyes ; and try to show his worship of her, by setting

himself off in his brightest colours? And yet this

modesty awed her into respect of him ; for she could

not forget that, whether he had sentiment much or

little, sentiment was not the staple of his manhood;

she could not forget his cholera work ; and she knew

that, under that delicate and bashful outside, lay virtue

and heroism, enough and to spare.

" But, if you put these thoughts into words, you

would teach others to read that poetry."

" My business is to teach people to do right; and if

1 cannot, to pray God to find some one who can.^'

" Right, Headley !
^^ said Major Campbell, laj'ing his

hand on the Curate's shoulder. ''God dwells no more

in books written with pens than in temples made with

hands; and the sacrifice which pleases Him is not

verse, but righteousness. Do you recollect, Queen

Whims, what I wrote once in your album ?

* Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever,

Do noble things, not dream them, all day long,

So making life, death, and that vast forever.

One grand, sweet song.'

"

*' But, you naughty, hypocritical Saint Pbre, you write

poetry yourself, and beautifully.''
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'^''Yes, as I smoke my cigar, to comfort my poor

rheumatic old soul. But if I lived only to write poetry,

I should think myself as wise as if I lived only to

smoke tobacco.^'

Valencia's eyes could not help glancing at Elsley,

who had wandered away to the neighbouring brook, and

was gazing with all his eyes upon a ferny rock, having

left Lucia to help Claude with his photographing.

Frank saw her look, and read its meaning; and

answered her thoughts, perhaps too hastily.

*' And what a really well-read and agreeable man he

is all the while ! What a mine of quaint learning, and

beautiful old legend !—If he would but bring it into the

common stock for every one's amusement, instead of

hoarding it up for himself !

"

" Why, what else does he do but bring it into the

common stock, when he publishes a book which every

one can read ?'' said Valencia, half out of the spirit of

contradiction.

" And few understand,'' said Headley quietly.

"You are very unjust; he is a very discerning and

agreeable person, and I shall go and talk to him."

And away went Valencia to Elsley, somewhat cross.

Woman-like, she allowed, for the sake of her sister's

honour, no one but herself to depreciate Vavasour, and

chose to think it impertinent on Headley's part.

Headley began quietly talking to Major Campbell

about botany, while Valencia, a little ashamed of her-

e2
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self all the while, took her revenge on Elsley by scold-

ing him for his unsocial ways, in the very terms which

Headley had been using.

At last Claude, having finished his photographing,

departed downward to get some new view from the road

below, and Lucia returned to the rest of the party.

Valencia joined them at once, bringing up Elsley, who

was not in the best of humours after her diatribes ; and

the whole party wandered about the woodland, and

scrambled down beside the torrent beds.

At last they came to a point where they could de-

scend no further ; for the stream, falling over a cliff,

had worn itself a narrow chasm in the rock, and thun-

dered down it into a deep narrow pool.

Lucia, who was basking in the sunshine and the

flowers as simply as a child, would needs peep over the

brink, and made Elsley hold her while she looked down.

A quiet happiness, as of old recollections, came into her

eyes, as she watched the sparkling and foaming water

—

"And beauty, bom of murmuring sound,

Did pass into her face."

Campbell started. The Lucia of seven years ago

seemed to bloom out again in that pale face and wrin-

kled forehead ; and a smile came over his face, too, as

he looked.

" Just like the dear old waterfall at Kilanbaggan.

You recollect it. Major Campbell ?"

Elsley always disliked recollections of Kilanbaggan

;
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recollections of her life before lie knew lier; lecol-

lections of pleasures in which he had not shared;

especially recollections of her old acquaintance with

the Major.

" I do not, I am ashamed to say," replied the Major.

" Why, you were there a whole summer. Ah ! I

suppose you thought about nothing but your salmon

fishing. If Elsley had been there, he would not have

forgotten a rock or a pool ; would you, Elsley ?
"

" Really, in spite of all salmon, I have not forgotten

a rock or a pool about the place which I ever saw : but

at the waterfall I never was."

" So he has not forgotten? What cause had he to

remember so carefully? " thought Elsley.

" Oh Elsley, look ! What is that exquisite flower,

like a ball of gold, hanging just over the water? "

If Elsley had not had the evil spirit haunting about

him, he would have joined in Lucia's admiration of the

beautiful creature, as it drooped into the foam from its

narrow ledge, with its fan of palmate leaves bright green,

against the black mosses of the rock, and its golden

petals glowing like a tiny sun in the darkness of the

chasm : as it was, he answered

—

" Only a buttercup."

" I am sure it's not a buttercup ! It is three times

as large, and a so much paler yellow ! Is it a butter-

cup, now, Major Campbell?
"

Campbell looked down.
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"A^ery nearly one, after all: but its real name is

the globe flower. It is common enough here in spring

;

you may see the leaves in every pasture. But I sup-

pose this plant, hidden from the light, has kept its

flowers till the autumn."

" And till I came to see it, darling that it is ! I

should like to reward it by wearing it home."

" I dare say it would be very proud of the honour
;

especially if Mr. Vavasour would embalm it in verse,

after it had done service to you."

" It is doing good enough service where it is," said

Elsley. " Why pluck out the very eye of that perfect

picture ?
"

" Strange," said Lucia, " that such a beautiful thing

should be born there all alone upon these rocks, with

no one to look at it."

" It enjoys itself sufficiently without us, no doubt,"

said Elsley.

'' Yes ; but I want to enjoy it. Oh, if you could

but get it for me !

"

Elsley looked down. There was fifteen feet of some-

what slippery rock ; then a ragged ledge a foot broad,

in a crack of which the flower grew; then the dark

boiling pool. Elsley shrugged his shoulders, and said,

smiling, as if it were a fine thing to say—" Really, my
dear, all men are not knight errants enough to en-

danger their necks for a bit of weed ; and I cannot say

that such rough tours de force are at all to my fancy."
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Lucia turned away : but she was vexed. Campbell

could see that a strange fancy for the plant had seized

her. As she walked from the spot, he could hear her

talking about its beauty to Valencia.

CampbelFs blood boiled. To be asked by that

woman—by any woman—to get her that flower : and to

be afraid ! It was bad enough to be ill-tempered ; but

to be a coward, and to be proud thereof ! He yielded

to a temptation, which he had much better have left

alone, seeing that Lucia had not asked him ; swung

himself easily enough down the ledge ; got the

flower, and put it, quietly bowing, into Mrs. Vavasour's

hand.

He was frightened when he had done it ; for he saw,

to his surprise, that she was frightened. She took the

flower, smiling thanks, and expressing a little common-

place horror and astonishment at his having gone down

such a dangerous clifi" : but she took it to Elsley, drew

his arm through hers, and seemed determined to make

as much of him as possible for the rest of the afternoon.

'^ The fellow was jealous, then, in addition to his other

sins !
" And Campbell, who felt that he had put him-

self unnecessarily forward between husband and wife,

grew more and more angry ; and somehow, unlike his

usual wont, refused to confess himself in the wrong,

because he was in the wrong. Certainly it was not

pleasant for poor Elsley ; and so Lucia felt, and bore

with him when he refused to be comforted, and ren-
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dered blessing for railing when he said to her more

than one angry word ; but she had become accustomed

to angry words by this time.

All might have passed off, but for that careless

Valencia, who had not seen the details of what had

passed ; and so advised herself to ask where Lucia got

that beautiful plant ?

" Major Campbell picked it for her from the cliff/'

said Elsley, drily.

*' Ah ? at the risk of his neck, I don't doubt. He is

the most matchless cavalier servente."

" I shall leave Mrs. Vavasour to his care, then—that

is, for the present," said Elsley, drawing his arm from

Lucia's.

" I assure you," answered she, roused in her turn by

his determined bad temper, " I am not the least afraid

at being left in the charge of so old a friend."

Elsley made no answer, but sprang down through

the thickets, calling loudly to CJaude Mellot.

It was very naughty of Lucia, no doubt : but even a

worm will turn ; and there are times when people who

have not courage to hold their peace must say something

or other; and do not always, in the hurry, get out

what they ought, but only what they have time to think

of. And she forgot what she had said the next minute,

in Major Campbell's question,—

" Am I, then, so old a friend, Mrs. Vavasour?
"

" Of course ; who older ?
"
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Campbell was silent a moment. If lie was inclined

to choke, at least Lucia did not see it.

'' I trust I have not offended your—Mr. Vavasour ?
"

" Oh !
" she said, with a forced gaiety, *^ only one of

his poetic fancies. He wanted so much to see Mr.

Mellot photograph the waterfall. I hope he will be in

time to find him."

" I am a plain soldier, Mrs. Vavasour, and I only

ask because I do not understand. What are poetic

fancies ?
"

Lucia looked up in his face puzzled, and saw there

an expression so grave, pitying, tender, that her heart

leaped up toward him, and then sank back again.

" Why do you ask ? Why need you know ? You

are no poet."

" And for that very cause I asked you.^^

'' Oh, but," said she, guessing at what was in his

mind, and trying, woman-like, to play purposely at

cross purposes, and to defend her husband at all risks

;

" he has an extraordinary poetic faculty ; all the world

agrees to that. Major Campbell."

*^ What matter ? " said he. Lucia would have been

very angry, and perhaps ought to have been so; for

what business of Campbell's was it whether her husband

were kind to her or not ? But there was a deep sad-

ness, almost despair, in the tone, which disarmed her.

" Oh, Major Campbell, is it not a glorious thing to

be a poet ? And is it not a glorious thing to be a poet's
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wife ? Oh, for the sake of that—if I could but see him

honoured, appreciated, famous, as he will be someMay

!

Though I think" (and she spoke with all a woman's

pride) "he is somewhat famous now, is he not?"

" Famous ? Yes," answered Campbell, with an

abstracted voice, and then rejoined quickly. " If you

could but see that, what then?
"

^^ Why then,"—said she, with a half smile (for she

had nearly entrapped herself in an admission of what

she was determined to conceal),

—

" why then, I should

be still more what I am now, his devoted little wife,

who cares for nobody and nothing but putting his

study to rights, and bringing up his children."

" Happy children !
" said he, after a pause, and half

to himself, " who have such a mother to bring them

up."

"Do you really think so? But flattery used not

to be one of your sins. Ah, I wish you could give

me some advice about how I am to teach them."

" So it is she who has the work of education,

not he ! " thought Campbell to himself; and then

answered gaily,

—

" My dear Madam, what can a confirmed old bache-

lor like me know about children ?
"

" Oh, don't you know " (and she gave one of her

pretty Irish laughs) "that it is the old maids who

always write the children's books, for the benefit of us

poor ignorant married women ? But " (and she spoke
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earnestly again) " we all know how wise and good you

are. I did not know it in old times. I am afraid I

used to torment you when I was young and foolish."

" Where on earth can Mellot and Mr. Vavasour

be ? " asked Campbell.

" Oh, never mind ; Mr. Mellot has gone wandering

down the glen with his apparatus, and my Elsley has

gone wandering after him, and will find him in due

time, with his head in a black bag, and a great bull

just going to charge him from behind, like that hapless

man in 'Punch.^ I always tell Mr. Mellot that will

be his end.''

Campbell was deeply shocked to hear the light tone

in which she talked of the passionate temper of a man

whom she so surely loved. How many outbursts of

it there must have been ; how many paroxysms of

astonishment, shame, grief,—perhaps, alas ! counter-

bursts of anger—ere that heart could have become thus

proof against the ever-loweriag thunderstorm !

" Well !
" he said, " all we can do is to walk down

to the car, and let them follow ; and, meanwhile, I will

give you my wise opinion about this education ques-

tion, whereof I know nothing."

" It will be all oracular to me, for I know nothing

either ; " and she put her arm through his, and walked

on.

"Did you hurt yourself then? I am sure you are

in pain."
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'^ I ? Never less free from it, with many thanks to

3'OU. What made you think so?
"

'^ I heard you breathe so hard, and quite stamp your

feet, I thought. I suppose it was fancy."

It was not fancy, nevertheless. Major Campbell was

stamping down something; and succeeded too in

crushing it.

They walked on toward the car, Valencia and Headley

following them : ere they arrived at the place where they

were to meet it, it was quite dark : but what was more

important, the car was not there.

" The stupid man must have mistaken his orders,

and gone home."

" Or let his horse go home of itself, while he was

asleep inside. He was more than half tipsy when we

started."

So spoke the Major, divining the exact truth. There

was nothing to be done but to walk the four miles

home, and let the two truants follow as they could.

" We shall have plenty of time for our educational

lecture," said Lucia.

" Plenty of time to waste, then, my dear lady."

" Oh, I never talk with you five minutes—I do not

know why—without feeling wiser and happier. I envy

Valencia for having seen so much of you of late."

Little thought poor Lucia, as she spoke those inno-

cent words, that within four yards of her, crouched

behind the wall, his face and every limb writhing
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with mingled curiosity and rage, was none other but

her husband.

He had given place to the devil ; and the devil (for the

'^superstitious" and "old-world" notion which attri-

butes such frenzies to the devil has not yet been super-

seded by a better one) had entered into him, and

concentrated all the evil habits and passions which he

had indulged for years into one flaming hell within

him.

Miserable man !^ His torments were sevenfold : and

if he had sinned, he was at least punished.—Not merely

by all which a husband has a right to feel in such a case,

or fancies that he has a right ;—not merely by tortured

vanity and self-conceit, by the agony of seeing any mau
preferred to him, which to a man of Elsley's character

was of itselfunbearable ;—not merely by the loss of trust

in one whom he had once trusted utterly :—but, over and

above all, and worst of all, by the feeling of shame, self-

reproach, and self-hatred, which haunts a jealous man,

and which ought to haunt him ; for few men lose the love

of women who have once loved them, save by their own

folly or baseness :—by the recollection that he had traded

on her trust; that he had drugged his own conscience with

the fancy that she must love him always, let him do what

he would ; and had neglected and insulted her affection,

because he fancied, in his conceit, that it was inalienable.

And with the loss of self-respect, came recklessness of it,

and drove him on, as it has jealous men in all ages, to
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meannesses unspeakable, which have made them for

centuries, poor wretches, the butts of worthless play-

wrights, and the scorn of their fellow-men.

Elsley had wandered, he hardly knew how or whither,

for his calling to Mellot was the merest blind,

—

stumbling over rocks, bruising himself against tree-

trunks, to this wall. He knew they must pass it. He
waited for them, and had his reward. Blind with rage,

he hardly waited for the sound of their footsteps to die

away, before he had sprung into the .road, and hurried

up it in the opposite direction,—any where, every

where,—to escape from them, and from self. Whipt

by the furies, he fled along the road and up the vale,

he cared not whither.

And what were Headley and Valencia, who of neces-

sity had paired off together, doing all the while ?

They walked on silently side by side for ten minutes

;

then Frank said,

—

" I have been impertinent. Miss St. Just, and I beg

your pardon."

" No, you have not," said she, quite hastily. " You

were right, too right,—has it not been proved in the

last five minutes ? My poor sister ! What can be

done to mend Mr. Vavasour's temper ? I wish you could

talk to him, Mr. Headley."

" He is beyond my art. His age, and his talents,

and his—his consciousness of them," said Frank, using

the mildest term he could find, " would prevent so
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insiguificant a person as me having any influence. But

what I cannot do, God's grace may.^^

" Can it change a man's character, Mr. Headley ? It

may make good men better—but can it cure temper ?
^'

" Major Campbell must have told you that it can do

anything.^^

" Ah, yes ; with men as wise, and strong, and noble

as he is ; but with such a weak, vain man

—

'^

" Miss St. Just, I know one who is neither wise, nor

strong, nor noble : but as weak and vain as any man

;

in whom God has conquered—as He may conquer yet

in Mr. Vavasour—all which makes man cling to life.''

" What, all ?
^^ asked she, suspecting, and not

wrongly, that he spoke of himself.

" All, I suppose, which it is good for them to have

crushed. There are feelings which last on, in spite of

all struggles to quench them—I suppose, because they

ought to last; because, while they torture, they still

ennoble. Death will quench them : or if not, satisfy

them : or if not, set them at rest somehow."

" Death ? ^^ answered she, in a startled tone.

"Yes. Our friend. Major Campbell's friend, Death.

We ha\'e been seeing a good deal of him together

lately, and have come to the conclusion that he is the

most useful, pleasant, and instructive of all friends.'^

" Oh, Mr. Headley, do not speak so ! Are you in

earnest ?
"

" So much in earnest, that I have resolved to go out



64 BOTH SIDES OF THE MOON AT ONCE.

as an army chaplain ; to see in the war somewhat more

of my new friend.^'

" Impossible ! Mr. Headley ; it will kill you !—All

that horrible fever and cholera !

^'

" And what possible harm can it do me, if it does kill

me, Miss St. Just ?
''

" Mr. Headley, this is madness ! I—we cannot allow

you to throw away your life thus—so young, and—and

such prospects before you ! And there is nothing that

my brother would not do for you, were it only for your

heroism at Aberalva. There is not one of the family

who does not love and respect you, and long to see

all the world appreciating you as we do ; and your poor

mother

—

''

'•'I have told my mother all, Miss St. Just. And
she has said, ' Go ; it is your only hope.^ She has other

sons to comfort her. Let us say no more of it. Had

I thought that you would have disapproved of it, I

would never have mentioned the thing."

" Disapprove of—your going to die ? You shall not

!

And for me, too : for I guess all—all is my fault !

"

" All is mine," said he quietly ;
" who was fool enough

to fancy that I could forget you—conquer my love for

you;" and at these words his whole voice and manner

changed in an instant into wildest passion. " I must

speak !—now and never more—I love you still, fool that

I am ! Would God I had never seen you ! No, not

that. Thank God for that to the last: but would
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God I had died of that cholera ! that I had never come

here, conceited fool that I was, fancying that it was

possible, after having once— No ! Let me go, go any-

where, where I may burden you no more with my
absurd dreams !—You, M-ho have had the same thing

said to you, and in finer words, a hundred times, by

men who would not deign to speak to me !
" And cover-

ing his face in his hands, he strode on, as if to escape.

" I never had the same thing said to me !

"

" Never ? How often have fine gentlemen, noble-

men, sworn that they were dying for you?
"

"They never have said to me what you have done."

"No—I am clumsy, I suppose
—

"

"Mr. Headley, indeed you are unjust to yourself—

unjust to me!"
" I—to you ? Never ! I know you better than you

know yourself—see in you what no one else sees.

Oh, what fools they are who say that love is blind

!

Blind ? He sees souls with God's own light ; not as they

I

have become : but as they ought to become—can be-

come—are already in the sight of Him who made them! '*

" And what might I become ? '-' asked she, half-

frightened by the new earnestness of his utterance.

" How can I tell ? Something infinitely too high for

me, at least, who even now am not worthy to kiss the

dust off your feet.^'

" Oh, do not speak so : little do you know— ! No,

Mr. Headley, it is you who are too good for me ; too

VOL. III. F
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noble, single-eyed, self-sacrificing, to endure my vanity

and meanness for a day/^

"Madam, do not speak thus! Give me no word

which my folly can distort into a ray of hope, unless

you wish to drive me mad. No ! it is impossible ; and

were it possible, what but ruin to my soul ? I should

live for you, and not for my work. I should become a

schemer, ambitious, intriguing, in the vain hope of

proving myself to the world worthy of you. No ; let

it be. 'Let the dead bury their dead, and follow

thou me.' ^'

' She made no answer—what answer was there to

make ? And he strode on by her side in silence for full

ten minutes. At last she was forced to speak.

" Mr. Headley, recollect that this conversation has

gone too far for us to avoid coming to some definite

understanding—''

"Then it shall, Miss St. Just. Then it shall, once

and for all ; formally and deliberately, it shall end now.

Suppose,—I only say suppose,—that I could, without

ffiiling in my own honour, my duty to my calling,

make myself such a name among good men that, poor

parson though I be, your family need be ashamed of

nothing about me, save my poverty? Tell me, now and

for ever, could it be possible

—

"

He stopped. She walked on, silent, in her turn.

" Say no, as a matter of course, and end it

!

" said

he, bitterly.
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She drew a long breath, as if heaving off a weight.

"I cannot—dare not say it."

'' It ? Which of the two ? yes, or no ?
''

She was silent.

He stopped, and spoke slowly and calmly. " Say

that again, and tell me that I am not dreaming. You ?

the admired ! the worshipped ! the luxurious !—and no

blame to you that you are what you were born—could

you endure a little parsonage, the teaching village

school-children, tending dirty old women, and petty

cares for all the whole year round ?
'^

" Mr. Headley,^' answered she, slowly and calmly, in

her turn, " I could endure a cottage,—a prison, I fancy,

at moments,—to escape from this world, of which I am
tired, which will soon be tired of me ; from women who

envy me, impute to me ambitions as base as their own

;

from men who admire—not me, for they do not know

me, and never will—but what in me—I hate them !—will

give them pleasure. I hate it all, despise it all ; desptise

myself for it all every morning when I wake ! What
does it do for me, but rouse in me the very parts of my
own character which are most despicable, most tor-

menting? If it goes on, I feel I could become as

frivolous, as mean, aye, as wicked as the worst. 'You

do not know—you do not know— . I have envied the

nuns their convents. I have envied Selkirk his desert

island. I envy now the milkmaids there below: any-

thing to escape and be in earnest, anything for some

F 2
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one to teacli me to be of use ! Yes, this cholera—and

this war—though only, only its coming shadow has passed

over me,—and your words too ^'— cried she, and stopped

and hesitated, as if afraid to tell too much

—

" they have

wakened me—to a new life—at least to the dream of a

new life
!

"

"Have you not Major Campbell?" said Headley,

"with a terrible effort of will.

" Yes—but has he taught me ? He is dear, and good,

and wise ; but he is too wise, too great for me. He
plays with me as a lion might with a mouse ; he is like

a grand angel far above in another planet, who can

pity and advise, but who cannot—What am I saying ?
"

and she covered her face with her hand.

She dropped her glove as she did so. Headley picked

it up and gave it to her : as he did so their hands met

;

and their hands did not part again.

" You know that I love you, Valencia St. Just !

"

" Too well ! too well !

"

'^But you know, too, that you do not love me."

" Who told you so ? What do you know ? What do

I know ? Only that I long for some one to make me

—

to make me as good as you are ! " And she burst into

tears.

" Valencia, will you trust me ?
"

" Yes !" cried she, looking up at him suddenly :
" if

you will not go to the war."

'^ No—no—no I Would vou have mc turn traitor
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and coward to God : and now, of all moments in my
life?"

"Noble creature!" said she; "you will make me
love you whether I wish or not.

What was it, after all, by which Frank Headley won

Valencia's love ? I cannot tell. Can you tell, Sir, how

you won the love of your wife ? As little as you can tell

of that still greater miracle—how you have kept her

love since she found out what manner of man you were.

So they paced homeward, hand in hand, beside the

shining ripples, along the Dinas shore. The birches

breathed fragrance on them ; the night-hawk churred

softly round their path ; the stately mountains smiled

above them in the moonlight, and seemed to

keep watch and ward over their love, and to shut

out the noisy world, and the harsh babble and vain

fashions of the town. The summer lightning flickered

to the westward ; but round them the rich soft night

seemed full of love,—as full of love as their own hearts

were, and, hke them, brooding silently upon its joy.

At last the walk was over; the kind moon sank low

behind the hills ; and the darkness hid their blushes

as they paced into the sleeping village, and their hands

parted unwillingly at last.

. When they came into the hall, through the group of

lounging gownsmen and tourists, they found Bowie

arguing with Mrs. Lewis, in his dogmatic Scotch way,

—

" So ye see. Madam, there's no use defending the
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drunken loon any more at all ; and here will my leddies

have just walked their bonny legs off, all through that

carnal sin of drunkenness, which is the curse of your

Welsh populaaation."

"And not quite unknown north of Tweed either,

Bowie," said Valencia, laughing. "There now, say no

more about it. "We have had a delightful walk, and

uobody is the least tired. Don't say any more, Mrs.

Lewis : but tell them to get us some supper. Bowie,

so my Lord has come in V
" This half-hour good!"

"Has he had any sport?"

" Sport ! aye, troth ! Five fish in the day. That's

a river indeed at Bettws ! Not a pawky wee burn, like

this Aberglaslyn thing."

"Only fi\re fish?" said Valencia, in a frightened

tone.

" Fish, my leddy, not trouts, I said. I thought ye

knew better than that by this time."

"Oh, salmon?" cried Valencia, relieved. "Delight-

ful ! I'll go to him this moment."

And upstairs to Scoutbush's room she went.

He was sitting in dressing-gown and slippers, sipping

his claret, and fondling his fiy-book (the only one he

iever studied con amore), with a most complacent face.

She came in and stood demurely before him, holding her

broad hat in both hands before her knees, like a school

girl, her face half-hidden in the black curls. Scoutbush
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looked up and smiled affectiouately^ as he caught the

light of her eyes and the arch play of her lips.

" Ah ! there you are, at a pretty time of night ! How
beautiful you look, Val ! I wish my wife may be half

as pretty
!

"

Valencia made him a prim curtsey.

" I am delighted to hear of my lord's good sport.

He will choose to be in a good humour, I suppose."

" Good humour ? 9a va sans dire ! Three stone of

fish in three hours !

"

"Then his little sister is going to do a very foolish

thing, and wants his leave to do it; which if he will

grant, she will let him do as many foolish things as he

likes without scolding him, as long as they both shall

live."

" Do it then, I beg. What is it ? Do you want to

go up Snowdon with Headley to-morrow, to see the sun

rise ? You'll kill yourself
!

"

" No," said Valencia very quietly ;
" I only want to

marry him.^'

" Marry him ! " cried Scoutbush, starting up.

" Don't try to look majestic, my dear little brother,

for you are really not tall enough ; as it is, you have

only hooked all your flies into your dressing-gown."

Scoutbush dashed himself down into his chair again.

"I'll be shot if you shall!''

,
" You may be shot just as surely whether I do or

not," said she softly ; and she knelt down before him.
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and put her arms round liim, and laid her head upon

his lap. '^ There, you can't run away now; so you

must hear me quietly. And you know it may not be

often that we shall be together again thus ; and oh,

Scoutbush ! brother ! if anything was to happen to you

—I only say if—in this horrid war, you would not like

to think that you had refused the last thing your little

Val asked for^ and that she was miserable and lonely

at home ?
'^

" I'll be shot if you shall
!

" was all the poor Viscount

could get out.

"Yes, miserable and lonely: you gone away, and

mon Saint P^re too : and Lucia, she has her children

—

and I am so wild and weak—I must have some one to

guide me and protect me—indeed I must!"

" Why, that was what I always said ! That was why

I wanted you so to marry this season ! Why did not

you take Chalkclere, or half-a-dozen good matches who

were dying for you, and not this confounded black

parson, of all birds in the air?^'

" I did not take Lord Chalkclere for the very reason

that I do take Mr. Headley. I want a husband who

•will guide me, not one whom I must guide."

" Guide ? " said Scoutbush bitterly, with one of those

little sparks of practical shrewdness which sometimes

fell from him. " Ay, I see how it is ! These intriguing

rascals of parsons—they begin as father-confessors,

like so many popish priests ; and one fine morning they
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blossom out into lovers_, and so they get all the pretty-

women, and all the good fortunes,—the sneaking, am-

bitious, low-bred —

"

" He is neither ! You are unjust, Scoutbush !
^^ cried

Valencia, looking up. " He is the very soul of honour.

He might be rich now, and have had a fine living, if he

had not been too conscientious to let his uncle buy him

one ; and that ofi*ended his uncle, and he would allow

him nothing. And as for being low-bred, he is a

gentleman, as you know ; and if his uncle be in busi-

ness, his mother is a lady, and he wdll be well enough

off one day."

"You seem to know a great deal about his affairs."

" He told me all, months ago—before there was

any dream of this. And, my dear," she went on,

relapsing into her usual arch tone, " there is no fear but

his uncle will be glad enough to patronise him again,

"when he finds that he has married a viscount's sister."

Scoutbush laughed. '^ You scheming little Irish

rogue ! But I won't ! I \e said it, and I won't. It's

enough to have one sister married to a poor poet,

without having another married to a poor parson. Oh!

what have I done that I should be bothered in this

way ? Isn't it bad enough to be a landlord, and to have

an estate, and be responsible for a lot of people that will

die of the cholera, and have to vote in the house about

a lot of things I don't understand, nor anybody else,

I believe, but that, over and above, I must be the head
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of the family, and answerable to all the world for whom
my mad sisters marry ? I won't, I say I

"

" Then I shall just go and marry without your leave \

I'm of age, you know, and my fortune's my own ; and

then we shall come in as the runaway couples do in

a play^ while you sit there in your dressing-gown as the

stern father—Won^t you borrow a white wig for the

occasion, my lord?—And we shall fall down on our

knees, so/'—and she put herself in the prettiest attitude

in the world,—" and beg your blessing—Please forgive

us this time, and we'll never do so any more ! And
then you will turn your face away^ like the baron in the

ballad,

—

' And brushed away the springing tear

He proudly strove to hide/

Et cetera, et cetera—Finish the scene for yourself,

with a

—

' Bless ye, my children ; bless ye !' "

" Go along, and marry the cat if you like ! You are

mad ; and I am mad ; and all the world's mad, I think/'

"There," she said, "I knew that he would be a good

boy at last
! " And she sprang up, threw her arms

round his neck, and, to his great astonishment, burst

into the most violent fit of crying.

" Good gracious, Valencia 1 do be reasonable ! You'll

go into a fit, or somebody will hear you ! You know

how 1 hate a scene. Do be good, there's a darling!

Why didn't you tell me at first how much you wished

for it, and I would have said yes in a moment? "
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" Because I didn't know myself," cried she passion-

ately. "There, I will be good, and love you better

than all the world, except one. And if you let those horrid

Russians hurt you, I will hate you as long as I live,

and be miserable all my life afterwards.'^

" Why, Valencia, do you know, that sounds very like

a bull?''

" Am I not a wild Irish girl ?'' said she, and hurried

out, leaving Scoutbush to return to his flies.

She bounded into Lucia's room, there to pour out

a bursting heart—and stopped short.

Lucia was sitting on the bed, her shawl and bonnet

tossed upon the floor, her head sunk on her bosom, her

arms sunk by her sides.

" Lucia, what is it ? Speak to me, Lucia !''

She pointed faintly to a letter on the floor—Valencia

caught it up—Lucia made a gesture as if to stop her.

" No, you must not read it. Too dreadful !

"

But Valencia read it ; while Lucia covered her face

in her hands, and uttered a long, low, shuddering moan

of bitter agony.

Valencia read, with flashing eyes and bursting brow.

It was a hideous letter. The words of a man trying to

supply the place of strength by virulence. A hideous

letter, unfit to be written here.

"Valencia! Valencia! It is false—a mistake—He
is dreaming. You know it is false ! You will not leave

me too?''
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Valencia dashed it on the ground, clasped her sister

in her arms, and covered her head with kisses.

*' My Lucia ! My own sweet good sister ! Base,

cowardly'/' sobbed she, in her rage; while Lucia's

agony began to find a vent in words, and she moaned

on

—

"What have I done? All that flower, that horrid

flower : but who would have dreamed—and Major

Campbell, too, of all men upon earth ? Valencia, it is

some horrid delusion of the devil. Why, he was there

all the while—and you too. Could he think that I

should before his very face ? What must he fancy me ?

Oh, it is a delusion of the devil, and nothing else !

''

" He is a wretch ! I will take the letter to my
brother; he shall right you !

"

" Ah no ! no ! never ! Let me tear it to atoms—

•

hide it ! It is all a mistake ! He did not mean it ! He

will recollect himself to-morrow, and come back.''

" Let him come back if he dare !" cried Valencia, in a

tone which said, " I could kill him with my own hands !
"

" Oh, he will come back ! He cannot have the heart

to leave his poor little Lucia. Oh, cruel, cowardly, not

to have said one word—not one word to explain all

—

but it was all ray fault, my wicked, odious temper

;

and after I had seen how vexed he was, too!—Oh, Elsley,

Elsley, come back, only come back, and I will beg your

pardon on my knees ! any thing ! Scold me, beat me,

if you will ! I deserve it all ! Only come back, and
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let me see your face, and hear your voice, instead of

leaving me here all alone, and the poor children too I

Oh what shall I say to them to-morrow, when they

wake and find no father ?
"

Valencia's indignation had no w^ords. She could only

sit on the bed, with Lucia in her arms, looking defiance

at all the world above that fair head which one moment

drooped on her bosom, and the next gazed up into her

face in pitiful child-like pleading.

" Oh, if I but knew where he was gone ! If I could

but find him ! One word—one word would set all right.

It always did, Valencia, always ! He was so kind, so

dear in a moment, when I put away my naughty, ^

naughty temper, and smiled in his face like a good wife.

"Wicked creature that I was ! and this is my punish-

ment. Oh, Elsley, one word, one word ! I must find

him if I went barefoot over the mountains—I must go,

I must—''

And she tried to rise : but Valencia held her dow^n,

while she entreated piteously

—

" I will go, and see about finding him ! '' she said at

last, as her only resource. " Promise me to be quiet

here, and I will.''

*^ Quiet ? Yes ! quiet here !
" and she threw herself

upon her face on the floor. ^

She looked up eagerly. " You will not tell Scout-

bush ?
"

" Why not ?
''
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" He is SO—so hasty. He will kill liim ! Valencia,

lie will kill him ! Promise me not to tell him, or I

shall go mad ! " And she sat up again, pressing her

hands upon her head, and rocking from side to side.

" Oh, Valencia, if I dared only scream I but keeping

it in kills me. It is like a sword through my brain

now

!

''

" Let me call Clara."

" No, no ! not Clara. Do not tell her. I will be

quiet ; indeed I will ; only come back soon, soon ; for I

am all alone, alone!" And she threw herself down

again upon lier face.

Valencia went out. Certain as she was of her sister's

innocence, there was one terrible question in her heart

which must be answered, or her belief in all truth,

goodness, religion, would reel and rock to its very

foundations. And till she had an answer to that, she

could not sit still by Lucia.

She walked hurriedly, with compressed lips, but

quivering limbs, down stairs, and into the sitting-room.

Scoutbush was gone to bed. Campbell and Mellot sat

chatting still.

" "Where is my brother ?
"

" Gone to bed, as some one else ought to be ; for it

is past twelve. Is Vavasgur come in yet?"

'' No."
" Very odd," said Claude ;

" I never saw him after

I left you."
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" He said certainly that lie was going to find you/

said Campbell.

" There is no need for speculating/^ said Valencia

quietly ;
" my sister has had a note from Mr. Vavasour

?it Pen-y-gwryd.^'

" Pen-y-gwryd ? '' cried both men at once.

" Yes. Major Campbell, I wish to show it to you.^^

Valencia's tone and manner was significant enough

to make Claude Mellot bid them both good night.

When he had shut the door behind him, Valencia put

the letter into the Major's hand.

He was too much absorbed in it to look up at her

:

but if he had done so, he would have been startled by

the fearful capacity of passion which changed, for the

moment, that gay Queen Whims into a terrible Roxana,

as she stood, leaning against the mantel-piece, but drawn

up to her full height, her lips tight shut, eyes which

gazed through and through him in awful scrutiny,

holding her very breath, while a nervous clutching of

the little hand said, " If you have tampered with my
sister's heart, better for you that you were dead

!

''

He read it through, once, twice, with livid face ; then

dashed it on the floor.

" Fool!—cur!—liar!—she is as pure as God^s sun-

light."

" You need not tell me that," said Valencia, through

her closed teeth.

^' Fool !—fool !" And then, in a moment, his voice
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changed from indignation to the bitterest self-reproach.

" And fool I ; thrice fool ! AVho urn I, to rail on him ?

Oh God ! what have I done ? " And he covered his face

with his hands.

" What have you done ?'' literally shrieked Valencia.

"Nothing that you or man can blame, Miss St.

Just ! Can you dream that^ sinful as I am, I could

ever harbour a thought toward her of which I should

be ashamed before the angels of God V
He looked up as he spoke, with an utter humility

and an intense honesty, which unnerved her at once.

" Oh, my Saint Pere !
'^ and she held out both her

hands. " Forgive me, if—only for a moment/^
^' I am not your Saint Pere, nor any one's ! I am

a poor, weak, conceited, miserable man, who by his

accursed impertinence has broken the heart of the being

whom he loves best on earth/'

Valencia started : but ere she could ask for an ex-

planation, he rejoined wildly,

—

" How is she? Tell me only that, this once! Has

it killed her? Does she hate him?"

''Adores him more than ever. Oh, Major Campbell I

it is too piteous, too piteous."

He covered his face with his hands, shuddering.

"Thank God! yes, thank God! So it should be.

Let her love him to the last, and win her martyr's

crown ! Now, Valencia St. Just, sit down, if but ibr five

minutes; and listen, once for all, to the last vsords.
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perhaps, you will ever hear ice speak ; unless she wants

you?—
"^

" ISTo, no ! Tell me all, Saint Pere !
'^ said Valencia,

" for I am walking in a dream—a double dream !
'^ as

the new thought of Headley, and that walk, came over

her. " Tell me all at once, while I have wits left to

comprehend."

" Miss St. Just,^' said he, in a clear, calm voice.

" It is fit, for her honour and for mine, that you should

know all. The first day that I ever saw your sister,

I loved her ; as a man loves who can never cease to love,

or love a second time. I was a raw, awkward Scotch-

man then, and she used to laugh at me. Why not ?

I kept my secret, and determined to become a man at

whom no one would wish to laugh. I was in the

Company^s service then. You recollect her jesting once

about the Indian army, and my commanding black

people, and saying that the Line only was fit for

—

some girl's jest?
^'

'' No ; I recollect nothing of it."

" I never forgot it. I threw up all my prospects, and

went into the Line. Whether I won honour there or

not, I need not tell you* I came back to England,

years after, not unworthy, as I fancied, to look your

sister in the face as an equal. I found her married."

He paused a little, and then went on, in a quiet,

business-like tone.

" Good. Her choice was sure to be a worthy one,

VOL. in G
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and that was enough for me. You need not doubt that

I kept my secret then more sacredly than ever. I returned

to India, and tried to die. I dared not kill myself, for I

was a soldier and a Christian, and belonged to God and my
Queen. The Sikhs would not kill me, do what I would

to help them. Then I threw myself into science, that I

might stifle passion ; and I stifled it. I fancied myself

cured, I was cured ; and I returned to England again.

I loved your brother for her sake ; I loved you at first

for her sake, then for your own. But I presumed upon

my cure ; I accepted your brother's invitation ; I caught

at the opportunity of seeing her again—happy— as I

fancied ; and of proving to myself my own soundness.

I considered myself a sort of Melchisedek, neither young

nor old, without passions, without purpose on earth—

a

fakeer who had licence to do and to dare what others

might not. But I kept my secret proudly inviolate. I

do not believe at this moment she dreams that—Do
you?^^

" She does not.^^

"Thank God! I was a most conceited fool,

puff'ed up with spiritual pride, tempting God need-

lessly. I went, I saw her« Heaven is my witness,

that as far as passion goes, my heart is as pure

as yours : but I found that I still cared more for her

than for any being on earth ; and I found too the sort

of man upon whom—God forgive me ! I must not talk

pf that—I despised him, hated him, pretended to teach
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him his duty, by behaving better to her than he did

—

the spiritual coxcomb that I was ! What business had I

with it ? Why not have left all to God and her

good sense? The devil tempted me to-day, in the

shape of an angel of courtesy and chivalry ; and here

the end is come. I must find that man, Miss St.

Just, if I travel the w^orld in search of him. I must

ask his pardon frankly, humbly, for my impertinence.

Perhaps so I may bring him back to her, and not die

with a curse on my head for having parted those whom
God has joined. And then to the old fighting-trade

once more— the only one, I believe, I really understand;

and see whether a Russian bullet will not fly straighter

than a clumsy Sikh's.^^

Valencia listened, awe-stricken ; and all the more so

because this was spoken in a calm, half-abstracted voice,

without a note of feeling, save where he alluded to his

own mistakes. When it was over, she rose without a

word, and took both his hands in her own, sobbing bitterly.

" You forgive me, then, all the misery which I have

caused?"

" Do not talk so ! Only forgive me having fancied

for one moment that you were anything but what you

are, an angel out of heaven."

Campbell hung down his head.

" Angel, truly ! Azrael, the angel of death, then. Go

to her now—go, and leave a humbled penitent man
alone with God."

g2
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"Oil, my Saint Pere !
" cried she, bursting into tears.

"This is too wretched— all a horrid dream—and when,

too—when I had been counting on telling you of some-

thing so different!—I cannot now, I have not the heart."

"What, more misery?"

"Oh no! no! no! You will know all to-morrow. Ask

Scoutbush.''

" I shall be gone in search of that man long before

Scoutbush is awake."

" Impossible ! you do not know whither he is gone."

"If I employ every detective in Bow Street, I will

find him."

" Wait, only wait, till the post comes in to-morrow.

He will surely write, if not to her,—wretch that he is !

—

at least to some of us."

" If he be alive. No. I must go up to Pen-y-gwryd,

where he was last seen, and find out what I can."

" They will be all in bed at this hour of the night

;

and if—if anything has happened, it will be over by

now," added she, Avith a shudder.

"God forgive me ! It will indeed: but he may write

—perhaps to me. He is no coward, I believe ; and he

may send me a challenge. Yes, I will wait for the post."

" Shall you accept it if he does ?
"

Major Campl)ell smiled sadly.

" No, Miss St. Just ; you may set your mind

at rest upon that point. I have done quite enough

harm already to your family. Now, good bye ! I
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will wait for the post to-morrow : do you go to your

sister/^

Valencia went, utterly bewildered. She had forgot-

ten Frank, but Frank had not forgotten her. lie had

hurried to his room; lay till morning, sleepless with

delight, and pouring out his pure spirit in thanks for this

great and unexpected blessing. A new life had begun

for him, even in the jaws of death. *He would still go

to the East. It seemed easy to him to go there in search

of a grave ; how much more now, when he felt so full of

magic life, that fever, cholera, the chances of war, even

could not harm him ! After this proof of God's love

how could he doubt, how fear ?

Little he thought that, three doors off from him, Val-

encia was sitting up the whole night through, vainly

trying to quiet Lucia, who refused to undress, and

paced up and down her room, hoar after hour, in wild

misery, which I have no skill to detail.



CHAPTER III.

NATURES MELODRAMA.

What, then, had become of Elsley ? And whence

had he written the fatal letter ? He had hurried up

the high road for half an hour and more, till the valley

on the left sloped upward more rapidly, in dark dreary

bogs, the moonlight shining on their runnels ; while the

mountain on his right sloped downwards more rapidly

in dark dreary down, strewn with rocks which stood

out black against the sky. He was nearing the head

of the watershed; soon he saw slate roofs glittering

in the moonlight, and found himself at the little inn of

Pen-y-gwryd, at the meeting of the three great valleys,

the central heart of the mountains.

And a genial, jovial little heart it is, and an honest,

kindly little heart too, with warm life-blood within. So

it looked that night, with every window red with com-

fortable light, and a long stream of glare pouring across

the road from the open door, gilding the fir-tree tops
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in front: but its geniality only made him shudder.

He had been there more than once, and knew the

place and the people ; and knew, too, that of all people

in the world, they were the least like him. He hurried

past the doorway, and caught one glimpse of the bright

kitchen. A sudden thought struck him. He would

go in and write his letter there. But not yet—he could

not go in yet ; for through the open door came some sweet

Welsh air, so sweet, that even he paused to listen. Men
were singing in three parts, in that rich metallic temper

of voice, and that perfect time and tune, which is the one

gift still left to that strange Cymry race, worn out with

the long burden of so many thousand years. He knew

the air; it was ''The Rising of the Lark." Heavens!

what a bitter contrast to his own thoughts ! But he

stood rooted, as if spell-bound, to hear it to the end. The

lark's upward flight was over; and Elsley heard him come

quivering down from heaven's gate, fluttering, sinking,

trilling self-complacently, springing aloft in one bar, only

to sink lower in the next, and call more softly to his

brooding mate below ; till, worn out with his ecstasy,

he murmured one last sigh of joy, and sank into the

nest. The picture flashed through Elsley' s brain as

swiftly as the notes did through his ears.
^
He breathed

more freely when it vanished with the sounds. He

strode hastily in, and down the little passage to the

kitchen.

It was a low room, ceiled with dark beams, from which



88 nature's melodrama.

hung bacon and fishing-rods, harness and drying stock-

ings, and all the miscellanea of a fishing inn kept by a

farmer, and beneath it the usual happy, hearty, honest

group. There was Harry Owen, bland and stalwart,

his baby in his arms, smiling upon the world in general

;

old Mrs. Pritchard, bending over the fire, putting the

last touch to one of those miraculous soufflets, compact

of clouds and nectar, which transport alike palate and

fancy, at the first mouthful, from Snowdon to Belgrave

Square. A sturdy fair-haired Saxon Gourbannelig sat

with his back to the door, and two of the beautiful children

on his knee, their long locks flowing over the elbows of

his shooting-jacket, as, with both arms round them,

he made Punch for them with his handkerchief and

his fingers, and chattered to them in English, while

they chattered in "Welsh. By him sat another English-

man, to whom the three tuneful Snowdon guides, their

music-score upon their knees, sat listening approvingly,

as he rolled out, with voice as of a jolly blackbird, or

jollier monk of old, the good old Wessex song :

—

" My dog he has his master's nose,

To smell a knave through silken hose

;

If friends or honest men go by,

Welcome, quoth my dog and I

!

" Of foreign tongues let scholars brag,

With fifteen names for a pudding-bag

:

Two tongues I know ne'er told a lie

;

And their wearers be, my dog and I !

"

"That ought to be Harry's song, and the colly's too,
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ell ? " said he, pointing to the dear old dog, who sat

•with his head on Owen's knee—" eh, my men? Here's

a health to the honest man and his dog !

"

And all laughed and drank ; while Elsley's dark face

looked in at the door-way, and half turned to escape.

Handsome lady-like Mrs. Owen, bustling out of the

kitchen with a supper-tray, ran full against him, and

uttered a Welsh scream.

" Show me a room, and bring me a pen and paper/'

said he ; and then started in his turn, as all had started

at him; for the two Englishmen looked round, and,

behold, to his disgust, the singer was none other than

Naylor ; the actor of Punch was Wynd.

To have found his betes noirs even here, and at

such a moment ! And what was worse, to hear Mrs.

Owen say,—"We have no room^ Sir, unless these

gentlemen
—

"

" Of course,^' said Wynd, jumping up, a child under

each arm. " Mr. Vavasour ! we shall be most happy to

have your company,—for a week if you will !

"

" Ten minutes' solitude is all I ask, Sir, if I am not

intruding too far.'*

"Two hours, if you like. We'll stay here, Mrs.

Owen,—the thicker the merrier.^' But Elsley had

vanished into a chamber bestrewn with plaids, pipes,

hob-nail boots, fishing-tackle, mathematical books,

scraps of ore, and the wild confusion of a gownsman's

den.
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'^ The party is taken ill with a poem/' said Wynd.
Naylor stuck out his heavy under-lip, and glanced

sidelong at his friend.

"With something worse, Ned. That man's eye

and voice had something uncanny in them. Mellot said

he would go crazed some day ; and be hanged if I don't

think he is so now.^'

Another five minutes, and Elsley rang the bell

violently for hot brandy-and-water.

Mrs. Owen came back looking a little startled, a

letter in her hand.

" The gentleman had drunk the liquor off at one

draught, and ran out of the house like a wild man.

Harry Owen must go down to Beddgelert instantly with

the letter; and there was five shillings to pay for all."

Harry Owen rises, like a strong and patient beast of

burden, ready for any amount of walking, at any hour

in the twenty-four. He has been up Snowdon once

to-day already. He is going up again at twelve to

night, with a German who wants to see the sun

rise; he deputes that office to John Roberts, and

strides out.

" Which way did the gentleman go, Mrs. Owen ?
'*

asks Naylor.

" Capel Curig road."

Naylor whispers to Wynd, who sets the two little

girls on the table, and hurries out with him. They

look up the road, and see no one ; run a couple of
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hundred yards, where they catch a sight of the next

turn, clear in the moonlight. There is no one on the

road.

'' Run to the bridge, Wynd,^' whispers Naylor. " He
may have thrown himself over.^^

" Tally ho !
" whispers Wynd in return, laying his

hand on Naylor's arm, and pointing to the left of the

road.

A hundred yards from them, over the boggy upland,

among scattered boulders, a dark figure is moving.

Now he stops short, gesticulating ; turns right and left

irresolutely. At last he hurries on and upward ; he is

running, springing from stone to stone.

*' There is but one thing, Wynd. After him, or he'll

drown himself in Llyn Cwm Fynnon."

" No, he's striking to the right. Can he be going up

the Glyder ?

"

"We'll see that in five minutes. All in the day's

work, my boy ! I could go up Mont Blanc with such a

dinner in me/'

The two gallant men run in, struggle into their wet

boots again, and provisioned with meat and bread,

whiskey, tobacco, and plaids, are away upon Elsley's

tracks, having left Mrs. Owen disconsolate by their

announcement, that a sudden fancy to sleep on the

Grlyder has seized them. Nothing more will they tell

her, or any one ; being gentlemen, however much slang

they may talk in private.
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Elsley left the doorof Pen-y-gwryd, careless whither

he went, if he went only far enough.

In front of him rose the Glyder Vawr, its head

shrouded in soft mist, through which the moonlight

gleamed upon the chequered quarries of that enormous

desolation, the dead bones of the eldest-born of time.

A wild longing seized him ; he would escape up thither ;

up into those clouds, up anywhere to be alone—alone

with his miserable self. That was dreadful enough

:

but less dreadful than having a companion,— ay, even

a stone by him—which could remind him of the scene

which he had left ; even remind him that there was

another human being on earth beside himself. Yes,

—to put that cliff between him and all the world

!

Away he plunged from the high road, splashing over

boggy uplands, scrambling among scattered boulders,

across a stony torrent bed, and then across another and

another :—when would he reach that dark marbled wall,

which rose into the infinite blank,—looking within a

stone-throw of him, and yet no nearer after he had

walked a mile?

He reached it at last, and rushed up the talus of

boulders, springing from stone to stone ; till his breath

failed him, and he was forced to settle into a less

frantic pace. But upward he would go, and upward he

went, with a strength which he never had felt before.

Strong ? How should he not be strong, while every vein

felt filled with molten lead ; while some unseen power
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seemed not so mucli to attract him upwards, as to drive

him by magical repulsion from all that he had left below ?

So upward, and upward ever, driven on by the

terrible gad-fly, like lo of old he went ; stumbling up-

ward along torrent beds of slippery slate, writhing him-

self upward through crannies where the waterfall

plashed cold upon his chest and face, yet could not cool

the inward fire ; climbing, hand and knee, up cliffs of

sharp-edged rock; striding over downs where huge rocks

lay crouched in the grass, like fossil monsters of some

ancient world, and seemed to stare at him with still and

angry brows. Upward still, to black terraces of lava,

standing out hard and black against the grey cloud,

gleaming like iron in the moonlight, stair above stair,

like those over which Vathek and the Princess climbed

up to the halls of Eblis^ Over their crumbling steps,

up through their cracks and crannies, out upon a dreary

slope of broken stones, and then,— before he dives up-

ward into the cloud ten yards above his head,—one

breathless look back upon the world.

The horizontal curtain of mist; gauzy below,

fringed with white tufts and streamers, deepening

above into the blackness of utter night. Below it,

a long gulf of soft yellow haze, in which, as in a

bath of gold, lie delicate bars of far-off western

cloud; and the faint glimmer of the western sea,

above long knotted spurs of hill, in deepest shade, like

a bunch of purple grapes flecked here and there from
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behind with gleams of golden light ; and beneath them

again, the dark woods sleeping over Gwynnant, and

their dark double sleeping in the bright lake below.

On the right hand Snowdon rises. Vast sheets of

utter blackness—vast sheets of shining light. He can

see every crag which juts from the green walls of

Galt-y-Wennalt ; and far past it into the great Valley

of Cwm Dylij and then the red peak, now as black

as night, shuts out the world with its huge mist-topped

cone. But on the left hand all is deepest shade. From

the highest saw-edges where Moel Meirch cuts the

golden sky, down to the very depths of the abyss, all is

lustrous darkness, sooty, and yet golden still. Let the

darkness lie upon it for ever ! Hidden be those woods

where she stood an hour ago ! Hidden that road down

which, even now, they may be. pacing home together!

—

Curse the thought ! He covers his face in his hands,

and shudders in every limb.

He lifts his hands from his eyes at last :—what has

befallen ?

Before the golden haze a white veil is falling

fast. Sea, mountain, lake, are vanishing, fading as

in a drearn. Soon he can see nothing, but the

twinkle of a light in Pen-y-gwryd, a thousand feet

below ; happy children are nestling there in inno-

cent sleep. Jovial voices are chatting round the

fire. AVhat has he to do with youth, and health, and

joy ? Lower, lower, ye clouds !—Shut out that insolent
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and intruding spark, till nothing be seen but the silver

sheet of Cwm Fynnon, and the silver zig-zag lines which

wander into it among black morass, while down the

mountain side go, softly sliding, troops of white mist-

angels. Softly they slide, swift and yet motionless, as

if by some inner will, which needs no force of limbs

;

gliding gently round the crags, diving gently off into

the abyss, their long white robes trailing about their

feet in upward-floating folds. " Let us go hence," they

seem to whisper to the God-forsaken, as legends say

they whispered, when they left their doomed shrine

in old Jerusalem. Let the white fringe fall between

him and the last of that fair troop; let the grey

curtain follow, the black pall above descend ; till

he is alone in darkness that may be felt, and in the

shadow of death.

Now he is safe at last ; hidden from all living things

—hidden, it may be, from God; for at least God is

hidden from him. He has desired to be alone : and he

is alone ; the centre of the universe, if universe there

be. All created things, suns and planets, seem to

revolve round him, and he a point of darkness, not of

light. He seems to float self-poised in the centre of

the boundless nothing, upon an ell-broad slab of stone

—and yet not even on that : for the very ground on

which he stands he does not feel. He does not feel

the mist which wets his cheek, the blood which throbs

)Yithin his veins. He only is ; and there is none beside.
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Horrible thought ! Permitted but to few, and to

them—thank God !—but rarely. For two minutes of

that absolute self-isolation would bring madness; if,

indeed, it be not the very essence of madness itself.

There he stood; he knew not how long; without

motion, without thought, without even rage or hate, now

—in one blank paralysis of his whole nature ; conscious

only of self, and of a dull, inward fire, as if his soul

were a dark vault, lighted with lurid smoke.

>Jc :}c ^ * Hi

What was that ? He started : shuddered—as well

he might. Had he seen heaven opened? or another

place ? So momentary was the vision, that he scarce

knew what he saw

—

There it was again ! Lasting but for a moment

:

but long enough to let him see the whole western

heaven transfigured into one sheet of pale blue gauze,

and before it Snowdon towering black as ink, with

every saw and crest cut out, hard and terrible, against

the lightning-glare :—and then the blank of darkness.

Again ! The awful black giant, towering high in air,

before the gates of that blue abyss of flame: but a

black crown of cloud has settled upon his head ; and out

of it the lightning sparks leap to and fro, ringing his

brows with a coronet of fire.

Another moment, and the roar of that great battle

between earth and heaven crashed full on Elsley's ears.

He heard it leap from Snowdon, sharp and rattling.
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across the gulf toward him, till it crashed full upon

the Glyder overhead, and rolled and flapped from

crag to crag, and died away along the dreary downs.

No ! There it boomed out again, thundering full

against Siabod on the left ; and Siabod tossed it on to

Moel Meirch, who answered from all her clefts and

peaks with a long confused battle-growl, and then tost

it across to Aran ; and Aran, with one dull, bluff

report from her flat cliff, to nearer IJiwedd ; till, worn

out with the long buffetings of that giant ring, it sank

and died on Gwynnant far below—but ere it died,

another and another thunder-crash burst, sharper and

nearer every time, to hurry round the hills after the

one which roared before it.

Another minute, and the blue glare filled the sky

once more : but no black Titan towered before it now.

The storm had leapt Llanberris pass, and all around

Elsley was one howling chaos of cloud, and rain, and

blinding flame. He turned and fled again.

By the sensation of his feet, he knew that he was

going up hill ; and if he but went upward, he cared not

whither he went. The rain gushed through, where the

lightning pierced the cloud, in drops like musket balls.

He was drenched to the skin in a moment; dazzled and

giddy from the flashes ; stunned by the everlasting roar,

peal over-rushing peal, echo out-shouting echo, till

rocks and air quivered alike beneath the continuous

battle-cannonade. "What matter? What fitter

VOL. III. H
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guide for such a path as mine than the blue lightning

flashes ?''

Poor wretch ! He had gone out of his way for many

a year, to give himself up, a willing captive, to the melo-

dramatic view of nature, and had let sights and sounds,

not principles and duties, mould his feelings for him :

and now, in his utter need and utter weakness, he had

met her in a mood which was too awful for such as he

was to resist. The Nemesis had come ; and swept away

helplessly, without faith and hope, by those outward

impressions of things on which he had feasted his soul

so long, he was the puppet of his own eyes and ears

;

the slave of glare and noise.

Breathless, but still untired, he toiled up a steep

incline, where he could feel beneath him neither moss

nor herb. 'Now and then his feet brushed through a

soft tuft of parsley fern : but soon even that sign of

vegetation ceased; his feet only rasped over rough

bare rock, and he was alone in a desert of stone.

What was that sudden apparition above him, seen

for a moment dim and gigantic through the mist, hid

the next in darkness? The next flash showed him a

line of obelisks, like giants crouching side by side,

staring down on him from the clouds. Another five

minutes, and he was at their feet, and past them ; to

see above them again another line of awful watchers

through the storms and rains of many a thousand

years, waiting, grim and silent, like those doomed
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senators in the Capitol of Rome, till their own turn

should come, and the last lightning stroke hurl them

too down, to lie for ever by their fallen brothers, whose

mighty bones bestrewed the screes below.

He groped his way between them; saw some fifty

yards beyond a higher peak; gained it by fierce

struggles and many falls; saw another beyond that;

and, rushing down and up two slopes of moss, reached

a region where the upright lava-ledges had been

split asunder into chasms, crushed together again

into caves, toppled over each other, hurled up into

spires, in such chaotic confusion, that progress seemed

impossible.

A flash of lightning revealed a lofty cairn above his

head. There was yet, then, a higher point ! He would

reach it, if he broke every limb in the attempt ! and

madly he hurried on, feeling his way from ledge to

ledge, squeezing himself through crannies, crawling on

hands and knees along the sharp chines of the rocks, till

he reached the foot of the cairn ; climbed it^ and threw

himself at full length on the summit of the Glyder Vawr.

An awful place it always is ; and Elsley saw it at an

awful time, as the glare unveiled below him a sea of

rock-waves, all sharp on edge, pointing toward him on

every side : or rather one wave-crest of a sea ; for

twenty yards beyond, all sloped away into the abysmal

dark.

Terrible were those rocks below ; and ten times more

h2
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terrible as seen through the lurid glow of his distem-

pered brain. All the weird peaks and slabs seemed

pointing up at him : sharp-toothed jaws gaped upward

—

tongues hissed upward—arms pointed upward—hounds

leaped upward—monstrous snake-heads peered upward

out of cracks and caves. Did he not see them move,

writhe ? or was it the ever-shifting light of the flashes ?

Did he not hear them howl, yell at him? or was it but

the wind, tortured in their labyrinthine caverns?

The next moment, and all was dark again : but the

images which had been called up remained, and fastened

on his brain, and grew there ; and when, in the light

of the next flash, the scene returned, he could see the

red lips of the phantom hounds, the bright eyes of the

phantom snakes ; the tongues wagged in mockery ; the

hands brandished great stones to hurl at him ; the

mountain-top was instinct with fiendish life, — a very

Blocksberg of all hideous shapes and sins.

And yet he did not shrink. Horrible it was ; he was

going mad before it. And yet he took a strange and

fierce delight in making it more horrible ; in madden-

ing himself yet more and more; in clothing those

fantastic stones with every fancy which could inspire

another man with dread. But he had no dread. Perfect

rage, like perfect love, casts out fear. He rejoiced in

his own misery, in his own danger. His life hung on a

thread ; any instant might hurl him from that cairn,

a blackened corpse.
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What better end ? Let it come ! He was Pro-

metheus on the peak of Caucasus, hurling defiance at

the unjust Jove ! His hopes, his love, his very honour

—

curse it!—ruined! Let the lightning stroke come!

He were a coward to shrink from it. Let him face

the worst, unprotected, bare-headed, naked, and do

battle, himself, and nothing but himself, against the

universe ! And, as men at such moments will do, in the

mad desire to free the self-tortured spirit from some

unseen and choking bond, he began wildly tearing off

his clothes.

But merciful nature brought relief, and stopped him

in his mad efforts, or he had been a frozen corpse

long ere the dawn. His hands, stiff with cold,

refused to obey him : as he delayed he was saved.

After the paroxysm came the collapse ; he sank upon

the top of the cairn half senseless. He felt him-

self falling over its edge ; and the animal instinct of

self-preservation, unconsciously to him, made him slide

down gently, till he sank into a crack between two

rocks, sheltered somewhat, as it befel happily, from the

lashing of the rain.

Another minute, and he slept a dreamless sleep.

But there are two men upon that mountain, whom
neither rock nor rain, storm nor thunder have conquered,

because they are simply brave, honest men ; and who

are, perhaps, far more "poetic" characters at this

moment than Elsley Vavasour, or any dozen of mere
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verse-writers, because they are hazarding their lives on

an errand of mercy ; and all the while have so little

notion that they are hazarding their lives, or doing

anything dangerous or heroic, that, instead of being

touched for a moment by Nature's melodrama, they are

jesting at each other's troubles, greeting each interval

of darkness with mock shouts of misery and despair,

likening the crags to various fogies of their acquaint-

ance, male and female, and only pulling the cutty pipes

out of their mouths to chant snatches of jovial songs.

They are Wynd and Naylor, the two Cambridge boating-

men, in bedrabbled flannel trousers, and shooting-

jackets pocketful of water ; who are both fully agreed,

that hunting a mad poet over the mountains in a

thunder-storm is, on the whole, " the jolliest lark they

ever had in their lives/'

"He must have gone up here somewhere. I

saw the poor beggar against the sky as plain as

I see you,—which I don'f—for darkness cut the

speech short.

" Where be you, Willam ? says the keeper.''

" Here I be. Sir, says the beater, with my 'eels

above my 'ed."

"Wery well, Willam; when you git your 'ed above

your 'eels, gae on."

'* But I'm stuck fast between two stones ! Hang the

stones !" And Naylor bursts into an old seventeenth

century ditty, of tlie days of " three-man glees."
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" They stoans, they stoans, they stoans, they stoans

They stoans that built George Riddler's oven,

they was fetched from Blakeney quarr'

;

And George he was a jolly old man,"

And his head did grow above his har'.

*' One thing in George Riddler I must commend,
And I hold it for a valiant thing

;

"With any three brothers in Gloucestershire

He swore that his three sons should sing.

"There was Dick the tribble, and Tom the mane.

Let every man sing in his own place

;

And William he was the eldest brother,

And therefore he should sing the base.

I'm down again ! This is my thirteenth fall."

" So am I ! I shall just lie and light a pipe/'

" Come on, now, and look round the lee side of this

crag. We shall find him bundled up under the lee

of one of them.''

" He don't know lee from windward, I dare say."

" He'll soon find out the difference by his skin;—if

it's half as wet, at least, as mine is."

" I'll tell you what, Naylor, if the poor fellow has

crossed the ridge, and tried to go down on the Twll du,

he's a dead man by this time."

" He'll have funked it, when he comes to the edge,

and sees nothing but mist below. But if he has wan-

dered on to the cliffs above Trifaen, he's a dead man

then, at all events. Get out of the way of that flash !

A close shave, that ! I believe my whiskers are singed."
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" 'Pon my honour, Wynd, we ought to be saying our

prayers rather than joking in this way."

" We may do both, and be none the worse. As for

coming to grief, old boy, we're on a good errand, 1

suppose ; and the devil himself can't harm us. Still,

shame to him who's ashamed of saying his prayers, as

Arnold used to say."

And all the while, these two brave lads have been

thrusting their lanthorn into every crack and cranny,

and beating round every crag carefully and cunningly,

till long past two in the morning.

" Here's the ordinance cairn, at last ; and—here am
I astride of a carving-knife, I think ! Come and help

me oflP, or I shall be split to the chin !

"

"I'm coming! What's this soft under my feet?

Who—o—o—oop ! Run him to earth at last !
'*

And diving down into a crack, Wynd drags out by

the collar the unconscious Elsley.

" What a swab ! Like a piece of wet blotting paper.

Lucky he^s not made of salt."

" He's dead !
" says Naylor.

" Not a bit. I can feel his heart. There's life in

the old dog yet."

And they begin, under the lee of a rock, chafing

him, wrapping him in their plaids, and pouring whiskey

down his throat.

It was some time before Vavasour recovered his

consciousness. The first use which he made of it was
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to bid his preservers leave him
;
querulously at first

;

and then fiercely, when he found out who they were.

" Leave me, I say ! Cannot I be alone if I choose?

What right have you to dog me in this way ?
"

" My dear Sir, we have as much right here as any

one else ; and if we find a man dying here of cold and

fatigue
—

"

" What business of yours, if I choose to die ?
"

" There is no harm in your dying, Sir," says

Naylor. " The harm is in our letting you die ; I assure

you it is entirely to satisfy our own consciences we

are troubling you thus
;
" and he begins pressing him

to take food.

" No, Sir ; nothing from you ! You have shown me

impertinence enough in the last few weeks, without

pressing on me benefits for which I do not wish. Let

me go] If you will not leave me, 1 shall leave you !

"

And he tried to rise : but, stifi'ened with cold, sank

back again upon the rock.

In vain they tried to reason with him; begged

his pardon for all past jests : he made effort after eff*ort

to get up ; and at last, his limbs, regaining strength

by the fierceness of his passion, supported him; and

he struggled onward toward the northern slope of the

mountain.

" You must not go down till it is light ; it is as

much as your life is worth.''

" I am going to Bangor, Sir ; and go I will
!"
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" I tell you, there is fifteen hundred feet of slippery

screes below you/^

" As steep as a house -roof, and with every tile on it

loose. You will roll from top to bottom before you

have gone a hundred yards."

" What care I ? Let me go, I say ! Curse you, Sir !

Do you mean to use force ?
^^

" I do," said Wynd quietly, as he took him round arms

and body, and set him down on the rock like a child.

" You have assaulted me, Sir ! The law shall avenge

this insult, if there be law in England !

"

'* I know nothing about law : but I suppose it will

justify me in saving any man's life who is rushing

to certain death. ^^

" Look here, Sir !
" said Naylor. " Go down, if you

will, when it grows light : but from this place you do

not stir yet. Whatever you may think of our conduct

to-night, you will thank us for it to-morrow morning,

when you see where you are."

The unhappy man stamped with rage. The red

glare of the lanthorn showed him his two powerful

warders, standing right and left. He felt that there

was no escape from them, but in darkness ; and sud-

denly he dashed at the lanthorn, and tried to tear it

out of Wynd's hands.

" Steady, Sir ! " said Wynd, springing back, and

parrying his outstretched hand. " If you wish us to

consider you in your senses, you will be quiet."
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" And if you don't choose to appear sane/' said

Naylor, " you must not be surprised if we treat you as

men are treated who—you understand meJ'

Elsley was silent awhile; his rage, finding itself

impotent, subsided into dark cunning. ^' Really, gen-

tlemen," he said at length, "I believe you are right; I

have been very foolish, and you very kind ; but you

would excuse ^y absurdities if you knew their provo-

cation."

" My dear Sir," said Naylor, " we are bound to be-

lieve that you have good cause enough for what you are

doing. We have no wish to interfere impertinently.

Only wait till daylight, and wrap yourself in one of

our plaids, as the only possible method of carrying out

your own intentions ; for dead men can't go to Bangor,

whithersoever else they may go.''

^'You really are too kind; but I believe I must

accept your offer, under penalty of being called mad ;"

and Elsley laughed a hollow laugh; for he was by

no means sure that he was not mad. He took

the proffered wrapper; lay down; and seemed to

sleep.

Wynd and Naylor, congratulating themselves on

his better mind, lay down also beneath the other

plaid, intending to watch him. But worn out with

fatigue, they were both fast asleep, ere ten minutes

had passed.

Elsley had determined to keep himself awake at all
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risks ; and he paid a bitter penalty for so doing ; for

now that the fury had passed away, his brain began

to work freely again, and inflicted torture so exquisite,

that he looked back with regret on the unrea-

soning madness of last night, as a less fearful hell

than that of thought; of deliberate, acute recollec-

tions, suspicions, trains of argument, which he tried to

thrust from him, and yet could not. *Who has not

known in the still, sleepless hours of night, how dark

thoughts will possess the mind with terrors, which

seem logical, irrefragable, inevitable ?

So it was then with the wretched Elsley ; within his

mind a whole train of devil's advocates seemed arguing,

with triumphant subtlety, the certainty of Lucia's

treason ; and justifying to him his rage, his hatred, his

flight, his desertion of his own children,—if indeed (so

far had the devil led him astray) they were his own. At

last he could bear it no longer. He would escape to

Bangor, and then to London, cross to France, to

Italy, and there bury himself amid the forests of the

Apennines, or the sunny glens of Calabria. And for a

moment the vision of a poet's life in that glorious land

brightened his dark imagination. Yes ! He would

escape thither, and be at peace ; and if the world heard

of him again, it should be in such a thunder-voice, as

those with which Shelley and Byron, from their southern

seclusion, had shaken the ungrateful motherland which

cast them out. He would escape; and now was the
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time to do it ! For the rain had long since ceased

;

the dawn was approaching fast ; the cloud was thinning

from black to pearly grey. Now was his time—were it

not for those two men ! To be kept, guarded, stopped

by them, or by any man ! shameful ! intolerable

!

He had fled hither to be free, and even here he found

himself a prisoner. True, they had promised to let

him go if he waited till daylight : but perhaps they

were deceiving him, as he was deceiving them,—why
not ? They thought him mad. It was a ruse, a

stratagem to keep him quiet awhile, and . then bring

him back,^—" restore him to his afflicted friends.^' His

friends, truly ! He would be too cunning for them yet.

And even if they meant to let him go, would he accept

liberty from them, or any man ? No ; he was free

!

He had a right to go ; and go he would, that moment

!

He raised himself cautiously. The lanthorn had

burned to the socket; and he could not see the

men, though they were not four yards ofi"; but by their

regular and heavy breathing he could tell that they

both slept soundly. He slipped from under the plaid;

drew off his shoes, for fear of noise among the rocks,

and rose. What if he did make a noise ? What if they

woke, chased him, brought him back by force ? Curse

the thought!—And gliding close to them, he listened

again to their heavy breathing.

How could he prevent their following him ?

A horrible, nameless temptation came over him.

Every vein in his body throbbed fire; his brain
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seemed to swell to • bursting ; and ere he was aware,

he found himself feeling about in the darkness for a

loose stone.

He could not find one. Thank God that he could

not find one! But after that dreadful thought had

once crossed his mind, he must flee from that place

ere the brand of Cain be on his brow.

With a cunning and activity utterly new to him, he

glided away, like a snake ; downward over crags and

boulders, he knew not how long or how far ; all he

knew was, that he was going down, down, down, into

a dim abyss. There was just light enough to discern

the upper surface of a rock within arm^s length : be-

yond that all was blank. He seemed to be hours

descending ; to be going down miles after miles : and

still he reached no level spot. The mountain-side was

too steep for him to stand upright, except at moments.

It seemed one uniform quarry of smooth broken slate,

slipping down for ever beneath his feet. Whither ?

He grew giddy, and more giddy ; and a horrible fan-

tastic notion seized him, that he had lost his way ; that

somehow, the precipice had no bottom, no end at all

;

that he was going down some infinite abyss, into the

very depths of the earth, and the molten roots of the

mountains, never to reascend. He stopped, trembling,

only to slide down again : terrified, he tried to struggle

upward : but the shale gave way beneath his feet, and

go he must.

What was that noise above his head? A falling
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stone ? Were his enemies in pursuit ? Down to the

depths of hell, rather than that they should take him

!

He drove his heels into the slippery shale, and rushed

forward blindly, springing, slipping, falling, rolling,

till he stopped breathless on a jutting slab.

And lo ! below him, through the thin pearly veil of

cloud, a dim world of dark cliflPs, blue lakes, grey moun-

tains with their dark heads wrapped in cloud, and the

straight vale of Nant Francon, magnified in mist, till it

seemed to stretch for hundreds of leagues toward the

rosy north-east dawning and the shining sea.

With a wild shout he hurried onward. In five

minutes he was clear of the cloud. He reached the

foot of that enormous slope, and hurried over rocky

ways, till he stopped at the top of a precipice, full six

hundred feet above the lonely tarn of Idwal.

Never mind. He knew where he was now ; he knew

that there was a passage somewhere, for he had once seen

one from below. He found it, and almost ran along

the boggy shore of Tdwal, looking back every now and

then at the black wall of the Twll du, in dread lest he

should see two moving specks in hot pursuit.

And now he had gained the shore of Ogwen, and the

broad coach-road ; and down it he strode, running at

times, past the roaring cataract, past the enormous

cliffs of the Carnedds, past Tin-y-maes, where nothing

was stirring but a barking dog ; on through the sleeping

streets of Bethesda, past the black stairs of the Pen-
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I'hyn quarry. The huge clicking ant-heap was silent

now, save for the roar of Ogwen, as he swirled and

bubbled down, rich coffee-brown from last night's

rain.

On, past rich woods, past trim cottages, gardens

gay with flowers; past rhododendron shrubberies,

broad fields of golden stubble, sweet clover, and grey

swedes, with Ogwen making music far below. The

sun is up at last, and Colonel Pennant's grim slate

castle, towering above black woods, glitters metallic in

its rays, like Chaucer's house of fame. He stops, to

look back once. Far up the vale, eight miles away,

beneath a roof of cloud, the pass of Nant Fraucon

gapes high in air between the great jaws of the

Carnedd and the Glyder, its cliff marked with the

upright white line of the waterfall. He is clear of the

mountains ; clear of that cursed place, and all its cursed

thoughts ! On, past Llandegai and all its rose-clad

cottages ;
past yellow quarrymen walking out to their

work, who stare as they pass at his haggard face,

drenched clothes, and streaming hair. He does not

see them. One fixed thought is in his mind, and that

is, the railway station at Bangor.

He is striding through Bangor streets now, beside

the summer sea, from which fresh scents of shore-weed

greet him. He had rather smell the smoke and gas of

the Strand.

The station is shut. He looks at the bill outside.
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There is no train for full two Lours ; and he throws him-

self, worn out with fatigue, upon the door-step.

Now a new terror seizes him. Has he money enough

to reach London? Has he his purse at all? Too

dreadful to find himself stopped short, on the very

brink of deliverance ! A cold perspiration breaks

from his forehead, as he feels in every pocket. Yes,

his purse is there : but he turns sick as he opeus it, and

dare hardly look. Hurrah ! Five pounds, six—eight

!

That will take him as far as Paris. He can walk ; beg

the rest of the way, if need be.

What will he do now ? Wander over the town, and

gaze vacantly at one little object and another about the

house fronts. One thing he will not look at ; and that

is the bright summer sea, all golden in the sun rays,

flecked with gay white sails. From all which is bright

and calm, and cheerful, his soul shrinks as from an

impertinence; he longs for the lurid gas-light of

London, and the roar of the Strand, and the everlast-

ing stream of faces, among whom he may wander frecy

sure that no one will recognise him, the disgraced, the

desperate.

The weary hours roll on. Too tired to stand longer,

he sits down on the shafts of a cart, and tries not to

think. It is not difficult. Body and mind are alike

worn out, and his brain seems filled with uniform dull

mist.

A shop-door opens in front of him; a boy comes

VOL. III. I
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out. He sees bottles inside, and shelves^ the look of

whicli he knows too well.

The bottle boy, whistling, begins to take the shutters

down. How often, in Whitbury of old, had Elsley

done the same ! Half amused, he watched the lad,

and wondered how he spent his evenings, and what

works he read, and whether he ever thought of writing

poetry.

And as he watched, all his past life rose up before

him, ever since he served out medicines fifteen years

ago;—his wild aspirations, heavy labours, struggles,

plans, brief triumphs, long disappointments : and here

was what it had all come to,—a failure,—a miserable,

shameful failure! Not that he thought of it with

repentance, with a single wish that he had done other-

wise : but only with disappointed rage. " Yes '/^ he

said bitterly to himself

—

' "We poets IB our youth begin in gladness,

But after come despondency and madness.'

This is the way of the world with all who have

nobler feelings in them than will fit into its cold rules.

Curse the world!—what on earth had I to do. with

mixing myself up in it, and marrying a fine lady?

Fool that I was ! I might have known from the first

that she could not understand me ; that she Would go

back to her own ! Let her go ! I will forget her, and

the world, and everything—and I know how \''
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And, springing up, he walked across to the drug-

gist's shop.

Years before, Elsley had tried opium, and found,

unhappily for him, that it fed his fancy without inflict-

ing those tortures of indigestion which keep many,

happily for them, from its magic snare. He had tried

it more than once of late : but Lucia had had a hint

of the fact from Thurnall; and in just terror had

exacted from him a solemn promise never to touch

opium again. Elsley was a man of honour, and the

promise had been kept. But now—" I promised her,

and therefore I will break my promise ! She has broken

hers, and I am free !

"

And he went in and bought his opium. He took

a little on the spot, to allay the cravings of hunger.

He reserved a full dose for the railway-carriage. It

would bridge over the weary gulf of time which lay

between him and town.

He took his second-class place at last; not without

stares and whispers from those round at the wild figure

which was starting for London, without bag or baggage.

But as the clerks agreed, "If he was running away

from his creditors, it was a shame to stop him. If he

was running from the police, they would have the more

sport the longer the run. At least, it was no business

of theirs.^^

There was one thing more to do, and he did it. He
wrote to Campbell a short note.

i2
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^^ If; as I suppose, you expect from me ^ the satis-

faction of a gentleman,' you will find me at * * * *

Adelphi. I am not escaping from you, but from the

whole world. If, by shooting me, you can quicken my
escape, you will do me the first and last favour which

I am likely to ask for from you."

He posted his letter, settled himself in a corner of

the carriage, and took his second dose of opium.

From that moment he recollected little more. A con-

fused whirl of hedges and woods, rattling stations,

screaming and flashing trains, great red towns, white

chalk cuttings ; while the everlasting roar and rattle

of the carriages shaped themselves in his brain into

a hundred snatches of old tunes, all full of a strange

merriment, as if mocking at his misery, striving to

keep him awake and conscious of who and what he

was. He closed his eyes and shut out the hateful

garish world: but that sound he could not shut out.

Too tired to sleep, too tired even to think, he could do

nothing but submit to the ridiculous torment ; watch-

ing in spite of himself every note, as one jig-tune after

another was fiddled by all the imps close to his ear, mile

after mile, and county after county, for all that weary

day, which seemed full seven years long.

At Euston Square the porter called him several times

ere he could rouse him. He could hear nothing for

awhile but that same imps' melody, even though it had

fctopped. At last he got out, staring round him, shook
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himself awake by one strong effort, and hurried away,

not knowing whither he went.

Wrapt up in self, he wandered on till dark, slept on

a door-step, and woke, not knowing at first where he

was. Gradually all the horror came back to him, and

with the horror the craving for opium wherewith to

forget it.

He looked round to see his whereabouts. Surely

this must be Golden Square? A sudden thought struck

him. He went to a chemist^s shop, bought a fresh

supply of his poison, and, taking only enough to allay

the cravings of his stomach, hurried tottering in the

direction of Drury Lane.



CHAPTER IV.

FOND, YET NOT FOOLISH.

Next morning, only Claude and Campbell made their

appearance at breakfast.

Frank came in ; found that Valencia was not down
;

and, too excited to eat, went out to walk till she should

appear. Neither did Lord Scoutbush come. Where

was he ?

Ignorant of the whole matter, he had started at four

o'clock to fish in the Traeth Mawr ; half for fishing's

sake, half (as he confessed) to gain time for his puzzled

brains before those explanations with Frank Headley,

of which he stood in mortal fear.

Mellot and Campbell sat down together to break-

fast: but in silence. Claude saw that something had

gone very wrong ; Campbell ate nothing, and looked

nervously out of the window every now and then.

At last Bowie entered with the letters and a message.

There were two gentlemen from Pen-y-gwryd must

speak with Mr. Mellot immediately.
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He went out, and found Wynd and Naylor. What
they told him we know already. He returned in-

stantly, and met Campbell leaving the room.

" I have news of Vavasour," whispered he. "I have

a letter from him. Bowie, order me a car instantly for

Bangor. I am off to London, Claude. You and

Bowie will take care of my things, and send them

after me.^^

" Major Cawmill has only to command,^^ said Bowie,

and vanished down the stairs.

" Now, Claude, quick ; read that, and counsel me.

I ought to ask Scoutbush's opinion : but the poor dear

fellow is out, you see.^'

Claude read the note written at Bangor.

" Fight him I will not ! I detest the notion : a

soldier should never fight a duel. His life is the Queen's,

and not his own. And yet, if the honour of the family

has been compromised by my folly, I must pay the

penalty, if Scoutbush thinks it proper.'^

So said Campbell, who, in the over-sensitiveness of

his conscience, had actually worked himself round

during the past night into this new fancy, as a chi-

valrous act of utter self-abasement. The proud self-

possession of the man was gone, and nothing but self-

distrust and shame remained.

"In the name of all wit and wisdom, what is the

meaning of all this ?
^^

*^ You do not know, then, what passed last night ?
"
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" I ? I can only guess that Vavasour has had one of

his rages/'

" Then you must know/' said Campbell, with an

effort :
" for you must explain all to Scoutbush when

he returns ; and I know no one more fit for the office/'

And he briefly told him the story.

Mellot was much affected. '' The wretched ape

!

Campbell, your first thought was the true one : you

must not fight that cur. After all, it's a farce : you won't

fire at him, and he can't hit you—so leave ill alone. Be-

side, for Scoutbush's sake, her sake, every one's sake,

the thing must be hushed up. If the fellow chooses

to duck under into the London mire, let him lie there,

and forget him !

"

" No, Claude ; his pardon I must beg, ere I go

out to the war: or I shall die with a sin upon my
soul."

" My dear, noble old fellow 1 if you must go, I go

with you. I must see fair play between you and that

madman; and give him a piece of my mind, too,

while 1 am about it. He is in my power : or if not

quite that, I know one in whose power he is ; ^nd to

reason he shall be brought."

"No; you must stay here. I cannot trust Scout-

bush's head, and these poor dear souls will have no one

to look to but you. I can trust you with them, I

know. Me you perhaps will never see again."

" You can trust me ! " said the affectionate little
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painter, the tears starting to his eyes, as he wrung

Campbell's hand.

^' Mind one thing ! If that Vavasour shows his

teeth, there is a spell will turn him to stone. Use it !

^'

" Heaven forbid ! Let him show his teeth. It is I

who am in the wrong. Why should I make him more

my enemy than he is?
"

*' Be it so. Only if the worst comes to the worst,

call him not Elsley Vavasour, but plain John Briggs

—

and see what follows.^*

Valencia entered.

^' The post is come in ! Oh, dear Major Campbell, is

there a letter ?
''

He put the note into her hand in silence. She read

it, and darted back to Lucia's room.

" Thank God that she did not see that I was going !

One more pang on earth spared !
" said Campbell to

himself.

Valencia hurried to Lucia's door. She was holding

it ajar, and looking out with pale face, and wild hungry

eyes.—"A letter ? Don't be silent, or I shall go mad

!

Tell me the worst ! Is he alive ?
"

" Yes !

"

She gasped, and staggered against the door-post.

"Where? Why does he not come back to me?"
asked she in a confused, abstracted way.

It was best to tell the truth, and have it over.

" He is gone to London, Lucia. He will think over
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it all there, and be sorry for it, and then all will be

well again."

But Lucia did not hear the end of that sentence.

Murmuring to herself " To London ! to London !

"

she hurried back into the room.

" Clara ! Clara ! have the children had their break-

fast?^'

"Yes, Ma'am!'' says Clara, appearing from the

inner room.

" Then help me to pack up, quick ! Your master is

gone to London on business ; and we are to follow him

immediately."

And she began bustling about the room.

" My dearest Lucia, you are not fit to travel now !

"

" I shall die if I stay here ; die if I do nothing ! I

must find him !
" whispered she. " Don't speak loud,

or Clara will hear. I can find him, and nobody can

but me ! Why don't you help me to pack, Valencia ?
"

" My dearest ! but what will Scoutbush say when

he comes home, and finds you gone ?"

"What right has he to interfere? I am Elsley's

wife, am I not? and may follow my husband if I

like
:

" and she went on desperately collecting, not her

own things, but Elsley's.

Valencia watched her with tear-brimming eyes;

collecting all his papers, counting over his clothes,

murmuring to herself that he would want this and

that in London. Her sanity seemed failing her, under
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the fixed idea that she had only to see him, and set all

right with a word.

" I will go and get you some breakfast," said she at

last.

" I want none. I am too busy to eat. Why don't

you help me ?
"

Valencia had not the heart to help, believing, as she

did, that Lucia's journey would be as bootless as it

would be dangerous to her health.

"I will bring you some breakfast, and you must

try; then I will help you to pack:" and utterly be-

wildered she went out ; and the thought uppermost in

her mind was,—^'Oh, that I could find Frank Headley !

"

Happy was it for Frank's love, paradoxical as it

may seem, that it had conquered just at that moment

of terrible distress. Valencia's acceptance of him had

been hasty, founded rather on sentiment and admira-

tion than on deep affection ; and her feeling might have

faltered, waned, died away in self-distrust of its own

reality, if giddy amusement, even if mere easy happiness,

had followed it. But now the fire of affliction was brand-

ing in the' thought of him upon her softened heart.

Living at the utmost strain of her character, Camp-

bell gone, her brother useless, and Lucia and the

children depending utterly on her, there was but one to

whom she could look for comfort while she needed it

most utterly ; and happy for her and for her lover that

she could go to him.
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" Poor Lucia ! Thank God that I have some one who

will never treat me so ! who will lift me up and shield

me, instead of crushing me !—dear creature !—Oh that

I may find him !'^ And her heart went out after Frank

with a gush of tenderness which she had never felt

before.

"Is this, then, love?^' she asked herself; and she

found time to slip into her own room for a moment

and arrange her dishevelled hair, ere she entered the

breakfast-room.

Frank was there, luckily alone, pacing nervously up

and down. He hurried up to her, caught both her hands

in his, and gazed into her wan and haggard face with

the intensest tenderness and anxiety.

Valencia's eyes looked into the depths of his, passive

and confiding, till they failed before the keenness of

his gaze, and swam in glittering mist.

*' Ah !
" thought she ;

" sorrow is a light price to pay

for the feeling of being so loved by such a man !

"

" You are tired,—ill ? What a night you must have

had ? Mellot has told me all.''

" Oh, my poor sister!" and wildly she poured out to

Frank her wrath against Elsley, her inability to comfort

Lucia, and all the misery and confusion of the past

night.

" This is a sad dawning for the day of my triumph!"

thought Frank, who longed to pour out his heart to

her on a thousand very difi'erent matters : but he was
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content ; it was enough for him that she could tell him

all, and confide in him ; a truer sign of affection than

any selfish love-making ; and he asked, and answered,

with such tenderness and thoughtfulness for poor

Lucia, with such a deep comprehension of Ekley's

character, pitying while he blamed, that he won his

reward at last.

" Oh ! it would be intolerable, if I had not through

it all the thought— " and blushing crimson, her head

drooped on her bosom. She seemed ready to drop

with exhaustion.

" Sit down, sit down, or you will fall
!

" said Frank,

leading her to a chair ; and as he led her, he whispered

with fluttering heart, new to its own happiness, and

longing to make assurance sure—'^ What thought ?
"

She was silent still ; but he felt her hand tremble in

his.

"The thought of me?''

She looked up in his face ; how beautiful ! And in

another moment, neither knew how, she was clasped to

his bosom.

He covered her face, her hair, with kisses : she did

not move ; from that moment she felt that he was her

husband.

" Oh, guide me ! counsel me ! pray for me !" sobbed

she. " I am all alone, and my poor sister, she is going

mad, I think, and I have no one to trust but you ; and

you—you will leave me to go to those dreadful wars ; and
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then, what will become of me ? Oh, stay ! only a few

days !
" and holding him convulsively, she answered his

kisses with her own.

Frank stood as in a dream, while the room reeled

round and vanished; and he was alone for a moment

upon earth with her and his great love.

" Tell me," said he, at last, trying to awaken himself

to action. " Tell me ! Is she really going to seek him?"
" Yes, selfish and forgetful that I am ! You must

help me! she will go to London, nothing can stop

her ;—and it will kill her I"

"It may drive her mad to keep her here."

" It will ! and that drives me mad also. What can

I choose ?
"

'^ Follow where God leads. It is she, after all, who

must reclaim him. Leave her in God's hands, and go

with her to London."

" But my brother ?
"

" Mellot or I will see him. Let it be me. Mellot

shall go with you to London."

" Oh that you were going !

"

" Oh that I were ! I will follow, though. Do you

think that I can be long away from you ? . . . . But I

must tell your brother. I had a very different matter on

which to speak to him this morning," said he, with a

sad smile :
" but better as it is. He shall find me, I

hope, reasonable and trustworthy in this matter

;

perhaps enough so to have my Valencia committed to
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me. Precious jewel ! I must learn to be a man now, at

least ; now that I have you to care for.^^

"And yet you go and leave me ?"

" Valencia ! Because God has given us to each

other, shall our thank-offering be to shrink cowardly

from His work?"

He spoke more sternly than he intended, to awe

into obedience rather himself than her ; for he felt,

poor fellow, his courage failing fast, while he held that

treasure in his arms.

She shuddered in silence.

"Forgive me !

" he cried ; "I was too harsh, Valencia!"

"No \'' she cried, looking up at him with a glorious

smile. " Scold me ! Be harsh to me ! It is so delicious

now to be reproved by you \'' And as she spoke she

felt as if she would rather endure torture from that

man's hand than bliss from any other. How many

strange words of Lucia's that new feeling explained to

her; words at which she had once grown angry, as

doting weaknesses, unjust and degrading to self-respect.

Poor Lucia ! She might be able to comfort her now,

for she had learnt to sympathise with her by experience

the very opposite to hers. Yet there must have been

a time when Lucia clung to Elsley as she to Frank.

How horrible to have her eyes opened thus !—To be

torn and flung away from the bosom where she longed

to rest ! It could never happen to her. Of course her

Frank was true, though all the world were false : but
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poor Lucia ! She must go to her. This was mere

selfishness at such a moment.

"You will find Scoutbush, then?"

" This moment. I will order the car now, if you will

only eat. You must

!

"

And he rang the bell, and then made her sit down

and eat, almost feeding her with his own hand. That,

too, was a new experience ; and one so strangely pleasant,

that when Bowie entered, and stared solemnly at the pair,

she only looked up smiling, though blushing a little.

" Get a car instantly," said she.

" For Mrs. Vavasour, my lady ? She has ordered

hers already."

*'Noj for Mr. Headley. He is going to find my

lord. Frank, pour me out a cup of tea for Lucia."

Bowie vanished, mystified. " It's no concern of mine
;

but better tak' up wi' a godly meenister than a godless

pawet," said the worthy warrior to himself as he

marched down stairs.

" You see that I am asserting our rights already

before all the world," said she, looking up.

" I see that you are not ashamed of me."

" Ashamed of you ?"

" And now I must go to Lucia."

"And to London."

Valencia began to cry like any baby ; but rose and

carried away the tea in her hand. " Must I go ? and

before you come back, too ?
"
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"Is she determined to start instantly?'^

"I cannot stop her. You see she has ordered the

car."

" Then go, ray darling ! My own ! my Valencia !

Oh, a thousand things to ask you, and no time to ask

them in ! I can write ? " said Franks with an inquiring

smile.

"Write? Yes; every day,—twice a day. I shall

live upon those letters. Good bye !
'^ And out she

went, while Frank sat himself down at the table, and

laid his head upon his hands, stupified with delight,

till Bowie entered.

"The car, Sir.''

" Which ? Who ? '' asked J^rank, looking up as from

a dream.

" The car. Sir.''

Frank rose, and walked down stairs abstractedly.

Bowie kept close to his side.

"Ye '11 pardon me, Sir," said he in a low voice;

" but I see how it is,—the more blessing for you. Ye '11

be pleased, I trust, to take more care of this jewel than

others have of that one : or—

"

"Or you'll shoot me yourself, Bowie ? " said Frank,

half amused, half awed, too, by the stern tone of the

guardsman. " I '11 give you leave to do it if I deserve it."

" It's no my duty, either as a soldier or as a valet.

And, indeed, I 've that opeenion of you, Sir, that I don't

think it '11 need to be any one's else's duty eitlier."

YOL. III. K
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And SO did Mr. Bowie signify Ins approbation of the

new family romance, and went off to assist Mrs. Clara

in getting the trunks down stairs.

Clara was in high dudgeon. She had not yet completed

her flirtation with Mr. Bowie, and felt it hard to have

her one amusement in life snatched out of her hard-

worked hands.

" I'm sure I don't know^ why we're moving. I don't

believe it's business. Some of his tantrums, I dare say.

I heard her walking up and down the room all last

night, I^il swear. Neither she nor Miss Valencia have

been to bed. He'll kill her at last, the brute !"

''It's no concern of either of us, that. Have ye

got another trunk to bring down ?
'^

"No concern? Just like your hard-heartedness,

Mr. Bowie. And as soon as Vm gone, of course you

will be flirting with these impudent Welshwomen, in

their horrid hats,"

" May be, yes ; may be, no. But flirting 's no

marrying, Mrs. Clara."

" True for you. Sir ! Men were deceivers ever,"

quoth Clara, and flounced up stairs ; while Bowie

looked after her with a grim smile, and caught her, when

she came down again, long enough to give her a great

kiss ; the only language which he used in wooing, and

that but rarely.

"Dinria fash, lassie. Mind your lady and tlie poor

bairu;^, like a godly hand maiden, and I'll buy the ring
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when the sawmon fishing 's over, and we'll just be

married ere I start for the Crimee."

''The sawmon '/' cried Clara. ''I'll see you turned

into a mermaid first, and married to a sawmon !

'^

" And ye won't do anything o' the kind/-* said Bowie

to himself, and shouldered a valise.

In ten minutes the ladies were packed into the car-

riage, and away, under Mellot's care. Frank watched

Valencia looking back, and smiling through her tears,

as they rolled through the village ; and then got into

his car, and rattled down the southern road to Pont

Aberglaslyn, his hand "still tingling with the last

pressure of Valencia's.

k2



CHAPTER Y.

THE BROAD STONE OF HONOUR.

But where has Stangrave been all this while ?

Where any given bachelor has been, for any given

month, is difficult to say, and no man^s business but his

own. But where he happened to be on a certain after-

noon in the first week of October, on which he had just

heard the news of Alma, was,—upon the hills between

Eras and Coblentz. Walking over a high table land of

stubbles, which would be grass in England ; and yet with

all its tillage is perhaps not worth more than English

grass would be, thanks to that small-farm system much

be-praised by some who know not wheat from turnips.

Then along a road, which might be a Devon one, cut in

the hill-side, through authentic "Devonian" slate, where

the deep chocolate soil is lodged on the top of the upright

strata, and a thick coat of moss and wood sedge clusters

about the oak-scrub roots, round which the delicate and

rare oak-fern mingles its fronds with great blue cam-

panulas ; while the " white admirals " and silver-washed
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'* fritillaries " flit round every bramble bed, and tbe^great

" purple emperors " come down to drink in the road

puddles, and sit fearless, flashing off their velvet wings

a blue as of that empyrean which is ^' dark by excess

of light/'

Down again through cultivated lands, corn and clover,

flax and beet, and all the various crops with which the

industrious German yeoman ekes out his little patch of

soil. Past the thrifty husbandman himself, as he guides

the tv.^0 milch-kine in his tiny plough, and stops at the

furrow's end, to greet you with the hearty German smile

and bow ; while the little fair-haired maiden, walking

beneath the shade of standard cherries, walnuts, and

pears, all grey with fruit, fills the cows' mouths with

chicory, and wild carnations, and pink saintfoin, and

many a fragrant weed which richer England wastes.

Down once more, into a glen ; but such a glen as

neither England nor America has ever seen ; or, please

God, ever will see, glorious as it is. Stangrave, who

knew all Europe well, had walked that path before : but

he stopped then, as he had done the first time, in awe.

On the right, slope up the bare slate downs, up to the

foot of cliffs : but only half of those cliffs God has

made. Above the grey slate ledges rise cliffs of man's

handiwork, pierced with a hundred square black em-

brasures ; and above them the long barrack-ranges of a

soldiers' town ; which a foeraan stormed once, when it

was young : but what foeman will ever storm it again ?
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What conqueror's foot will ever tread again upon the

" broad stone of honour/^ and call Ehrenbreitstein his ?

On the left the clover and the corn range on, beneath

the orchard boughs, up to yon knoll of chestnut and

acacia, tall poplar, feathered larch :—but what is that

stonework which gleams grey between their stems? A
summer-house for some great duke, looking out over the

glorious Rhine vale, and up the long \'ineyards of the

bright Moselle, from whence he may bid his people eat,

drink, and take their ease, for they have much goods laid

•up for many years ?

Bank over bank of earth and stone, cleft by deep em-

brasures, from which the great guns grin across the rich

gardens, studded with standard fruit-trees, which clothe

the glacis to its topmost edge. And there, below him,

lie the vineyards : every rock-ledge and narrow path

of soil tossing its golden tendrils to the sun, grey with

ripening clusters, rich with noble wine : but what is

that wall which winds among them, up and down,

creeping and sneaking over every ledge and knoll

of vantage ground, pierced with eyelet-holes, backed

by strange stairs and galleries of stone; till it rises

close before him, to meet the low round tower full

in his path, from whose deep casemates, as from dark

scowling eye-holes, the ugly cannon-eyes stare up the

glen?

Stangrave knows them all—as far as any man can

know. The wards of the key which locks apart the
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nations ; the yet maiden Troy of Europe ; the greatest V
fortress of the world.

He walks down, turns into the vineyards, and lies

down beneath the mellow shade of vines. He has no

sketch-book— article forbidden; his passport is iu his

pocket ; and he speaks all tongues of German men. So,

fearless of gendarmes and soldiers, he lies down, in the

blazing German afternoon, upon the shaly soil; and

watches the bright-eyed lizards hunt flies along the

roasting walls, and the great locusts buzz and pitch and

leap ; green locusts with red wings, and grey locusts

with blue wings : he notes the species, for he is tired

and lazy, and has so many thoughts witliin his head,

that he is glad to toss them all away, and give up his

soul, if possible, to locusts and lizards, vines and shade.

And far below him fleets the mighty Rhine, rich with

the memories of two thousand stormy years; and on

its further bank the grey-walled Coblentz town, and the

long arches of the Moselle-bridge, and the rich flats of

Kaiser Eranz, and the long poplar-crested uplands,

which look so gay, and are so stern ; for everywhere

between the poplar stems the saw-toothed outline of

the western forts cuts the blue sky.

And far beyond it all sleeps, high in air, the Eifel

with its hundred crater peaks ; blue mound behind blue

mound, melting into white haze,—Stangrave has walked

upon those hills, and stood upon the crater-lip of the great

Moselkopf, and dreamed beside the Laacher See, beneath
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tlie ancient abbey walls; and his thoughts flit across the

Moselle flats toward his ancient haunts, as he asks him-

self—How long has that old Eifel lain in such soft

sleep? How long ere it awake again?

It may awake, geologists confess,—why not? and

blacken all the skies with smoke of Tophet, pouring

its streams of boiling mud once more to dam the

Rhine, whelming the works of men in flood, and ash,

and fire. "Why not ? The old earth seems so solid at

first sight : but look a little nearer, and this is the

stuff of which she is made !—The wreck of past earth-

quakes, the leavings of old floods, the washings of cold

cinder heaps—Avhich are smouldering still below.

Stangrave knew that well enough. He had climbed

Vesuvius, Etna, Popocatepetl. He had felt many an

earthquake shock ; and knew how far to trust the ever-

lasting hills. And was old David right, he thought

that day, when he held the earthquake and the volcano

as the truest symbols of the history of human kind, and

of tlie dealings of their Maker with them ? All the

magnificent Plutonic imagery of the Hebrew poets,

had it no meaning for men now ? Did the Lord still

uncover the foundations of the world, spiritual as

well as physical, with the breath of his displeasure ?

Was the solfatara of Tophet still ordained for tyrants ?

And did the Lord still arise out of his place to shake

terribly the earth ? Or, had the moral world grown as

sleepy as the physical one had seemed to have done?
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"Would anything awful, unexpected, tragical, ever burst

fortli again from the heart of earth, or from the heart

of man?

Surprising question ! What can ever happen hence-

forth, save infinite railroads and crystal palaces, peace

and plenty, cockaigne and dillettantism, to the end of

time ? Is it not full sixty whole years since the first

French revolution, and six whole years since the revolu-

tion of all Europe? Bah!—change is a thing of the

past, and tragedy a myth of our forefathers ; war a bad

habit of old barbarians, eradicated by the spread of an

enlightened philanthropy. Men know now how to

govern the world far too well to need any divine visita-

tions, much less divine punishments; and Stangrave

was an Utopian dreamer, only to be excused by the

fact that he had in his pocket the news that three great

nations were gone forth to tear each other as of yore.

Nevertheless, looking round upon those grim earth-

mounds and embrasures, he could not but give the

men who put them there credit for supposing that they

might be wanted. Ah ! but that might be only one

of the direful necessities of the decaying civilization

of the old world. What a contrast to the unarmed

and peaceful prosperity of his own country ! Thank

Heaven, New England needed no fortresses, military

roads, or standing armies ! True, but why that flush of

contemptuous pity for the poor old world, which could

only hold its own by such expensive and ugly methods ?
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He asked himself that verj^ question, a moment after,

angrily ; for he was out of humour with himself, with

his country, and indeed with the universe in general.

And across his mind flashed a memorable conversation

at Constantinople long since, during which he had

made some such unwise remark to Thurnall, and

received from him a sharp answer, which parted theiii

for years.

It was natural enough that that conversation should

come back to him just then; for, in his jealousy, he

was thinking of Tom Thurnall often enough every day

;

and in spite of his enmity, he could not help suspecting

more and more that Thurnall had had some right on

his side in the quarrel.

He had been twitting Thurnall with the miserable

condition of the labourers in the south of England,

and extolling his own country at the expense of ours.

Tom, unable to deny the fact, had waxed all the

more wroth at having it pressed on him ; and at last

had burst forth

—

" Well, and what right have you to crow over us

on that score ? I suppose, if you could hire a man in

America for eighteen-pence a day, instead of a dollar

and a half, you would do it ? You Americans are not

accustomed to give more for a thing than it's worth in

the market, are you ?
"

" But," Stangrave had answered, " the glory of

America is, that you cannot get the man for less than
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the dollar and a half; that he is too well fed, too pros-

perous, too well educated, to be made a slave of."

" And therefore makes slaves of the niggers instead ?

I'll tell you what, I am sick of that shallow fallacy

—the glory of America ! Do you mean by America,

the country, or the people ? You boast, all of you, of

your country, as if you had made it yourselves ; and

quite forget that God made America, and America has

made you.^'

"Made us, Sir?'^ quoth Stangrave fiercely enough.

" j\Iade you !
'^ replied Thurnall, exaggerating his

half truth from anger. " To what is your comfort, your

high feeding, your very education, owing, but to your y^^ ,

having a thin population, a virgin soil, and unlimited "''^'

means of emigration? What credit to you if you need

no poor laws, when you packoif your children, as fast as

they grow up, to clear more ground westward ? What

credit to your yeomen that they have read more books

than our clods have, while they can earn more in four

hours than our poor fellows in twelve ? It all depends

on the mere physical fact of your being in a new coun-

try, and we in an old one : and as for moral superiority,

I shan't believe in that while I see the whole of the

northern states so utterly given up to the ^almighty

dollar,' that they leave the honour of their country to

be made ducks and drakes of by a few southern slave-

holders. Moral superiority ? We hold in England that

an honest man is a match for three rogues. If the
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same law holds good in the United States, I leave you

to settle whether Northerners or Southerners are the

honester men."

Whereupon (and no shame to Stangrave) there was

a heavy quarrel, and the two men had not met since.

But now, those words of Thurnall's, backed by far

bitterer ones of Marie's, were fretting Stangrave's

heart.—What if they v/ere true ? They were not the

whole truth. There was beside, and above them all,

a nobleness in the American heart, which could, if it

chose, and when it chose, give the lie to that bitter

taunt : but had it done so already ?

At least, he himself had not. ... If Thurnall and

Marie were unjust to his nation, they had not been

unjust to him. He, at least, had been making, all his life,

mere outward blessings causes of self-gratulation, and

not of humility. He had been priding himself on wealth,

ease, luxury, cultivation, without a thought that these

were God's gifts, and that God would require an ac-

count of them. If Thurnall were right, was he him-

self too truly the typical American? And bitterly

enough he accused at once himself and his people.

" Noble ? Marie is right ! We boast of our nobleness

:

better to take the only opportunity of showing it which

we have had since we have become a nation ! Heaped

with every blessing which God could give; beyond

the reach of sorrow, a check, even an interference

;

shut out from all the world in God's new Eden, that
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we might freely eat of all the trees of the garden, and

grow and spread, and enjoy ourselves like the birds of

heaven—God only laid on us one duty, one command,

to right one simple, confessed, conscious wrong. » . .

" And what have we done ?—what have even I done ?

We have steadily, deliberately cringed at the feet of

the wrongdoer, even while we boasted our superiority

to him at every point, and at last, for the sake of our

own selfish ease, helped him to forge new chains for his

victims, and received as our only reward fresh insults.

White slaves ? We, perhaps, and not the English

peasant, are the white slaves ! At least, if the Irishman

emigrates to England, or the Englishman to Canada,

he is not hunted out with blood-hounds, and delivered

back to his landlord to be scourged and chained. He
is not practically out of the pale of law, unrepre-

sented, forbidden even the use of books ; and even if

he were, there is an excuse for the old country ; for she

was founded on no political principles, but discovered

what she knows step by step—a sort of political Topsy,

as Claude Mellot calls her, who has ^ kinder growed,'

doing ^rom hand to mouth what seemed best. But that

we, who professed to start as an ideal nation, on fixed

ideas of justice, freedom, and equality—that we should

have been stultifying ever since every great principle of

which we so loudly boast !
"

* * * «

" The old Jew used to say of his nation, ' It is God
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that hath made us, and not we ourselves/ We say, * It

is we that have made ourselves, while God V—Ah,

yes ; I recollect. God^s work is to save a soul here

and a soul there, and to leave America to be saved by

the Americans who made it. We must have a broader

and deeper creed than that if we are to work out our

destiny. The battle against Middle Age slavery was

fought by the old Catholic Church, which held the

Jewish notion, and looked on the Deity as the actual

King of Christendom, and every man in it as God's

own child. I see now !—No wonder that the battle in

America has as yet been fought by the Quakers, who

believe that there is a divine light and voice in

every man ; while the Calvinist preachers, with their

isolating and individualizing creed, have looked on with

folded hands, content to save a negro's soul here and

there, whatsoever might become of the bodies and the

national future of the whole negro race. No wonder,

while such men have the teaching of the people, that it

is necessary still in the nineteenth century, in a Pro-

testant country, amid sane human beings, for such a

man as Mr. Sumner to rebut, in sober earnest, the

argument that the negro was the descendant of Canaan,

doomed to eternal slavery by Noah's curse !

"

* * * *

He would rouse himself. He would act, speak,

write, as many a noble fellow-countryman was doing.

He had avoided them of old as bores and fanatics \^ho
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would needs wake him from his luxurious dreams. He

had even hated them, simply because they were more

righteous than he. He would be a new man henceforth.

He strode down the hill through the cannon-guarded

vineyards, among the busy groups of peasants.

" Yes, Marie was right. Life is meant for work, and

not for ease ; to labour in danger and in dread ; to do

a little good ere the night comes, when no man can

work : instead of trying to realize for oneself a Para-

dise ; not even Bunyan's shepherd-paradise, much less

Fourier's Casino-paradise ; and perhaps least of all,

because most selfish and isolated of all, my own art-

paradise—the apotheosis of loafing, as Claude calls

it. Ah, Tennyson's Palace of Art is a true word— v
too true, too true !

" Art ? What if the most necessary human art, next

to the art of agriculture, be, after all, the art of war?

It has been so in all ages. What if I have been be-

fooled—Avhat if all the Anglo-Saxon world has been

befooled, by forty years of peace ? We have forgotten

that the history of the world has been as yet written in

blood ; that the story of the human race is the story

of its heroes and its martyrs—the slayers and the slain.

Is it not becoming such once more in Europe now ?

And what divine exemption can we claim from the law ?

What right have we to suppose that it will be aught

else, as long as there are wrongs unredressed on earth

;

as long as anger and ambition, cupidity and wounded
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pride, canker the hearts of men? What if the wise

man's attitude, and the wise nation's attitude, is that of

the Jews rebuilding their ruined walls,—the tool in

one hand, and the sword in the other; for the wild

Arabs are close outside, and the time is short, and the

storm has only lulled awhile in mercy, that wise men

may prepare for the next thunder-burst ? It is an ugly

fact : but I have thrust it away too long, and I must

accept it now and henceforth. This, and not luxurious

Broadway ; this, and not the comfortable New England

village, is the normal type of human life ; and this is the

model city !—Armed industry, which tills the corn and

vine among the cannons' mouths ; which never forgets

their need, though it may mask and beautify their

terror : but knows that as long as cruelty and wrong

exist on earth, man's destiny is to dare and suffer, and,

if it must be so, to die. •?«•***
" Yes, I will face my work ; my danger, if need be. I

will find Marie. I will tell her that I accept her quest

;

not for her sake, but for its own. Only I will demand

the right to work at it as I think best, patiently, mode-

rately, wisely if I can ; for a fanatic I cannot be,

even for her sake. She may hate these slaveholders,

—she may have her reasons,—but I cannot. I cannot

deal with them as feras naturae. I cannot deny that

they are no worse men than I; that I should have

done what they are doing, have said what they are

saying, had I been bred up, as they have been, with
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irresponsible power over the souls and bodies of human

beings. God ! I shudder at the fancy ! The brute

that I might have been—that I should have been !

"Yes; one thing at least I have learnt, in all my
experiments on poor humanity ;—never to see a man d(5

a wrong things without feeling that I could do the same

in his place. I used to pride myself on that once, fool

that I was, and call it comprehensiveness. I used to

make it an excuse for sitting by, and seeing the devil

have it all his own way, and call that toleration. I will

see now whether I cannot turn the said knowledge

to a better account, as common sense, patience, and

charity ; and yet do work of which neither I nor my
country need be ashamed.^"*

He walked down, and on to the bridge of boats.

They opened in the centre ; as he reached it a steamer

was passing. He lounged on the rail as the boat

passed through, looking carelessly at the groups of

tourists.

Two ladies were standing on the steamer ; close to

him ; looking up at Ehrenbreitstein. Was it ?—yes, it

was Sabina, and Marie by her !

But ah, how changed ! The cheeks were pale and

hollow ; dark rings—he could see them but too plainly

as the face was lifted up toward the Hght—were round

those great eyes, bright no longer. Her face was listless,

careworn ; looking all the m-ore sad and impassive by

the side of Sabina^s, as she pointed, smiling and spark-

VOL. III. L
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ling, up to the fortress ; and seemed trying to interest

Marie in it, but in vain.

He called out. He waved his hand wildly, to the

amusement of the officers and peasants who waited by

his side; and who, looking first at his excited face, and

then at the two beautiful women, were not long in

making up their minds about him ; and had their

private jests accordingly.

They did not see him, but turned away to look at

Coblentz ; and the steamer swept by.

Stangrave stamped with rage—upon a Prussian

officer's thin boot.

'' Ten thousand pardons !

"

" You are excused, dear Sir, you are excused,'^ says

the good-natured German, with a wicked smile, which

raises a blush on Stangrave' s cheek. " Your eyes were

dazzled ; why not ? it is not often that one sees two

such suns together in the same sky. But calm yourself;

the boat stops at Coblentz."

Stangrave could not well call the man of war to

account for his impertinence ; he had had his toes half

crushed, and had a right to indemnify himself as he

thought fit. And with a hundred more apologies,

Stangrave prepared to dart across the bridge as soon

as it was closed.

Alas ! after the steamer, as the fates would have it,

came lumbering down one of those monster timber-

rafts; and it was a full half hour before Stangrave
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could get across, having suffered all the -VTliile the

torments of Tantalus, as he watched the boat sweep

round to the pier, and discharge its freight, to be

scattered whither he knew not. At last he got across,

and went in chase to the nearest hotel : but they were

not there ; thence to the next, and the next, till he had

hunted half the hotels in the town; but hunted all

in vain.

He is rushing wildly back again, to try if he can

obtain any clue at the steam-boat pier, through the

narrow, dirty street at the back of the Khine Cavalier,

when he is stopped short by a mighty German em-

brace, and a German kiss on either cheek, as the kiss

of a house-maid's broom ; while a jolly voice shouts in

English :
—

" Ah, my dear, dear friend ! and you would pass me

!

Whither the hangman so fast are you running in

the mud ?
''

"My dear Salomon! But let me go, I beseech; I

am in search—

"

" In search ? " cries the jolly Jew banker,—" for the

philosopher's stone? You had all that man could

want a week since, except that. Search no more, but

come home with me ; and we will have a night as of

the gods on Olympus !

"

" My dearest fellow, I am looking for two ladies!
"

" Two ? ah, rogue ! shall not one suffice ?
"

" Don't, my dearest fellow ! I am looking for two

EngUsh ladies."

l2
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" Potz ! You shall find two hundred in the hotels, ugly

and fair; but the two fairest are gone this two hours."

''When?—which?" cries Stangrave, suspecting at

once.

" Sabina Mellot, and a Sultana—I thought her of

The Nation, and would have offered my hand on the

spot : but Madame Mellot says she is a Gentile."

" Gone ? And you have seen them ! Where ?
^'

" To Bertrich. They had luncheon with my mother,

and then started by private post.'^

'a must follow."

" Ach lieber ? But it will be dark in an hour !

"

"What matter?"

"But you shall find them to-morrow just as well

as to-day. They stay at Bertrich for a fortnight

more. They have been there now a month, and only

left it las.t week for a pleasure tour, across to the

Ahrthal, and so back by Andernach."

" Why did they leave Coblentz, then, in such hot

haste ?^'

" Ah, the ladies never give reasons. There were

letters waiting for them at our house ; and no sooner

read, but they leaped up, and would forth. Come

home now, and go by the steamer to-morrow morning !''

" Impossible ! most hospitable of Israelites.'^

" To go to-night,—for see the clouds !—Not a pos-

tilion will dare to leave Coblentz, under that quick-

coming allgemein und ungeheuer henker-hund-und-

teufers-gewitter."
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Stangrave looked up, growling; and gave in. A
Rhine-storm was rolling up rapidly,

" They will be caught in it."

" No. They are far beyond its path by now ; while

you shall endure the whole visitation ; and if you try to

proceed, pass the night in a flea-pestered post-house, or

in a ditch of water."

So Stangrave went home v/ith Herr Salomon, and

heard from him, amid clouds of Latakia, of wars and

rumours of wars, distress of nations, and perplexity,

seen by the light, not of the Gospel, but of the stock-

exchange; while the storm fell without in lightning,

hail, rain, of right Ehenish potency.



CHAPTER VI.

THE THIRTIETH OF SEPTEMBER.

We must go back a week or so, to England, and

to the last day of September. The world is shooting

partridges, and asking nervously, when it comes home,

what news from the Crimea ? The flesh who serves it

is bathing at Margate. The Devil is keeping up his

usual correspondence with both. Eaton Square is a

desolate wilderness, where dusty sparrows alone dis-

turb the dreams of frowzy charwomen, who, like

Anchorites amid the tombs of the Thebaid, fulfil the

contemplative life each in her subterranean cell.

Beneath St. Peter's spire the cabman sleeps within

his cab, the horse without ; the waterman, seated on his

empty bucket, contemplates the untrodden pavement

between his feet, and is at rest. The blue butcher's

boy trots by, with empty cart, five miles an hour,

instead of full fifteen, and stops to chat with the red

postman, who, his occupation gone, smokes with the

green gatekeeper, arid reviles the Czar. Along the
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whole north pavement of the square only one figure

moves, and that is Major Campbell.

His face is haggard and anxious; he walks with a

quick, excited step ; earnest enough, whoever else is

not. For in front of Lord ScoutbusVs house the road

is laid with straw. There is sickness there,—anxiety,

bitter tears. Lucia has not found her husband, but she

has lost her child.

Trembling, Campbell raises the muffled knocker,

and Bowie appears. *^ What news to-day ?^^ he whispers.

"As well as can be expected. Sir, and as quiet as

a lamb now, they say. But it has been a bad time, and

a bad man is he that caused it.^'

"A bad time, and a bad man. How is Miss St.

Just?^^

" Just gone to lie down, Sir. Mrs. Clara is on the

stairs, if you'd like to see her."

" No ; tell Miss St. Just that I have no news yet.'^

And the Colonel turns wearily away.

Clara, who has seen him from above, hurries down

after him into the street, and coaxes him to come

in. " I am sure you have had no breakfast. Sir

;

and you look so ill and worn. And Miss St. Just will

be so vexed not to see you. She will get up the moment

she hears you are here.^'

" No, my good Miss Clara," says Campbell, looking

down with a weary smile. "I should only make

gloom more gloomy. Bowie, tell his lordship that I
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shall be at the afternoon train to-morrow, let what ^yill

happen."

"Ay, ay, Sir. "WVre a' ready to march. The Major

looks very ill, Miss Clara. I wish he'd have taken your

counsel. And I wish ye'd take mine, and marry me
ere I march, just to try what it's like.^^

" I must mind my mistress, Mr. Bowie,'^ says Clara.

" And how should I interfere with that, as I've said

twenty times, when I'm safe in the Crimee? I'll get

the licence this day, say what ye will : and then ye

would not have the heart to let me spend two pounds

twelve and sixpence for nothing ?
"

Whether the last most Caledonian argument con-

quered or not, Mr. Bowie got the licence, was married

before breakfast the next morning, and started for the

Crimea at four o'clock in the afternoon ; most astonished,

as he confided in the train to Sergeant MacArthur, " to

see a lassie that never gave him a kind word in her life,

and had not been married but barely six hours, greet and

greet at his going, till she vanished away into hystericals.

They're a very unfathomable species, Sergeant, are

they women ; and if they were taken out o' man, they

took the best part o' Adam wi' them, and left us to

shift with the worse."

But to return to Campbell. The last week has

altered him frightfully. He is no longer the stern,

self-possessed warrior which he was ; he no longer even

walks upright; his cheek is pale, his eye dull; his
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whole countenance sunken together. And now that

the excitement of anxiety is past, he draws his feet

along the pavement slowly, his hands clasped behind

him, his eyes fixed on the ground, as if the life was

gone from out of him, and existence was a heavy

weight.

" She is safe, at least, then ! One burden off my
mind. And yet had it not been better if that pure

spirit had returned to Him who gave it, instead of

waking again to fresh misery ? I must find that man !

Why, I have been saying so to myself for seven days

past, and yet no ray of light. Can the coward have

given me a wrong address? Yet why give me an

address at all, if he meant to hide from me ? Why,

I have been saying that, too, to myself every day for

the last week ! Over and over again the same dreary

round of possibilities and suspicions. However,* I must

be quiet now, if I am a man. I can hear nothing

before the detective comes at two. How to pass the

weary, weary time ? For I am past thinking—almost

past praying—though not quite, thank God !"

He paces up still noisy Piccadilly, and then up silent

Bond Street; pauses to look at some strange fish on

Groves' s counter—anything to while away the time

;

then he plods on toward the top of the street, and

turns into Mr. Pillischer's shop, and upstairs to the

microscopic club-room. There, at least, he can forget

himself for an hour.
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He looks round the neat pleasant little place, with

its cases of curiosities, and its exquisite photographs,

and bright brass instruments ; its glass vases stocked

with delicate water-plants and animalcules, with the

sunlight gleaming through the green and purple sea-

weed fronds, while the air is fresh and fragrant with

the seaweed scent ; a quiet, cool little hermitage of

science amid that great, noisy, luxurious w^est-end

world. At least, it brings back to him the thought of

the summer sea, and Aberalva, and his shore-studies

:

but he cannot think of that any more. It is past ; and

may God forgive him !

At one of the microscopes on the slab opposite him

stands a sturdy bearded man, his back toward the

Major; while the wise little German, hopeless of

customers, is leaning over him in his shirt sleeves.

"But I never have seen its like; it had just like a

painter's easel in its stomach yesterday !

"

" Why, it^s an Echinus Larva ; a sucking sea-urchin !

Hang it, if I had known you hadn't seen one, I'd have

brought up half-a-dozen of them !

"

" May I look, Sir ? " asked the Major ;
'^ I, too, never

have seen an Echinus Larva."

The bearded man looks up.

"Major Campbell!"
" Mr. Thurnall ! I thought I could not be mistaken

in the voice."

" This is too pleasant. Sir, to renew our watery loves
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together liere," said Tom : but a second look at the

Major^s face showed him that he was in no jesting

mood. " How is the party at Beddgelert ? I fancied

you with them still."

" They are all in London, at Lord Seoutbush's house,

in Eaton Square."

"In London, at this dull time? I trust nothing

unpleasant has brought them here."

" Mrs. Vavasour is very ill. "We had thoughts of

sending for you, as the family physician was out of

town : but she was out of danger, thank God, in a

few hours. Now let me ask in turn after you. I hope

no unpleasant business brings you up three hundred

miles from your practice ?
"

" Nothing, I assure you. Only I have given up my
Aberalva practice. I am going to the East.""

*' Like the rest of the world."

"Not exactly. You go as a dignified soldier of her

Majesty's ; I as an undignified Abel Drugger, to dose

Bashi-Bazouks."

" Impossible ? and with such an opening as you had

there ! You must excuse me ; but my opinion of your

prudence must not be so rudely shaken."

" Why do you not ask the question which Balzac's

old Tourangeois judge asks, whenever a culprit is

brought before him,— ' Who is she ? '
"

" Taking for granted that there was a woman at the

bottom of every mishap ? I understand you," said the

V
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Major, with a sad smile. " Now, let you and I walk a

little together, and look at the Echinoid another day

—or when I return from Sevastopol.
—

"

Tom went out with him. A new ray of hope had

crossed the Major's mind. His meeting with Thurnall

might be providential ; for he recollected nov/, for the

first time, Mellot's parting hint.

*"' You knew Elsley Vavasour well ?
"

" No man better."

*'Did you think that there was any tendency to

madness in him ?
"

" No more than in any other selfish, vain, irritable

man, with a strong imagination left to run riot.'^

" Humph ! you seem to have divined his character.

May I ask if you knew him before you met him at

Aberalva ?-'^

Tom looked up sharply in the Major's face.

^^ You would ask, what cause I have for inquiring?

I v>'ill tell you presently. Meanwhile I may say, that

Mellot told me frankly that you had some power over

him ; and mentioned, mysteriously, a name—John

Briggs, I think—which it appears that he once as-

sumed."

^ ' If Mellot thought fit to tell you anything, I may

frankly tell you all. John Briggs is his real name,

I have known him from childhood." And then Tom
poured into the ears of the surprised and somewhat

disgusted Major all he had to tell.
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*' You have kept your secret mercifully, and used it

wisely, Sir; and I and others shall be always your

debtors for it. Now I dare tell you in turn, in strictest

confidence of course
"

" I am far too poor to afford the luxury of babbling."

And the Major told him what we all knew.

'' I expected as much/^ said he dryly. " Now,

I suppose that you wish me to exert myself in finding

the man ?
"

" I do."

" Were Mrs. Vavasour only concerned, I should say

—Not I ! Better that she should never set eyes on

him again."

" Better, indeed !
'^ said he, bitterly :

" but it is

I who must see him, if but for five minutes. I

must!''

"Major Campbell's wish is a command. AVhere

have you searched for him ? ''

'* At his address, at his publisher's, at the houses of

various literary friends of his, and yet no trace."

" Has he gone to the Continent ? ''

" Heaven knows ! I have inquired at every passport

office for news of any one answering his description

;

indeed, I have two detectives, I may tell you, at this

moment, watching every possible place. There is but

one hope, if he be alive. Can he have gone home to

his native town?"

" Never ? Anywhere but there V'
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" Is tliere any old friend of the lower class with

whom he may have taken lodgings ?"

Tom pondered.

'^ There was a fellow, a noisy blackguard, whom
Briggs was asking after this very summer—a fellow

who went off from Whitbury with some players.

I know Briggs used to go to the theatre with him as

a boy—what was his name ? He tried acting, but did

not succeed ; and then became a scene -shifter, or some-

thing of the kind, at the Adelphi. He has some

complaint, I forget what, which made him an out-

patient at St. Mumpsimus's, some months every j^ear.

I know that he was there this summer, for I wrote to

ask, at Briggs's request, and Briggs sent him a sove-

reign through me."

" But what makes you fancy that he can have taken

shelter with such a man, and one who knows his secret?"

" It is but a chance : but he may have done it from

the mere feeling of loneliness—^just to hold by some

one whom he knows in this great wilderness ; especially

a man in whose eyes he will be a great man, and to

whom he has done a kindness; still it is the merest

chance.'^

^^ We will take it, nevertheless, forlorn hope though

it be."

They took a cab to the hospital, and, with some

trouble, got the man's name and address, and drove in

search of him. They had some difficulty in finding his
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abode, for it was up an alley at the back of Drury

Lane, in the top of one of those foul old houses which

hold a family in every room ; but, by dint of knocking

at one door and the other, and bearing meekly much

reviling consequent thereon, thesy arrived, " per modum
toilendi,^^ at a door which must be the right one, as all

the rest were wrong.

" Does John Barker live here ? " asks Thurnall, put-

ting his head in cautiously for fear of drunken Irish-

men, who might be seized with the national impulse to

" slate ^^ him.

" What's that to you?" ansvrers a shrill voice from

among soapsuds and steaming rags.

'' Here is a gentleman wants to speak to him.^'

" So do a many as won^t have that pleasure, and

would be little the better for it if they had. Get along

with you ; I knows your lay.^^

" We really want to speak to him, and to pay him,

if he will—^'

" Go along ! Vxn up to the something to your

advantage dodge, and to the mustachio dodge too. Do
you fancy I don't know a bailiff, because he's dressed

like a swell?"

" But, my good woman ! " said Tom, laughing.

'' You put your crocodile foot in here, and I'll hit

the hot water over the both of you !

" and. she caught

up the pan of soapsuds.

^' My dear soul ! I am a doctor belonging to the
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hospital which your husband goes to ; and have kno\YU

him since he was a boy^ down in Berkshire."

" You ? " and she looked keenly at him.

" My name is Thurnall. I was a medical man once

in Whitbury, where your husband was born."

"You?'^ said she again_, in a softened tone. "I
knows that name well enough."

" You do ? What was your name, then ?" said Tom,

who recognised the woman's Berkshire accent beneath

its coat of cockneyism.

" Never you mind: I'm no credit to it, so I'll let it

be. But come in, for the old county's sake. Can't

offer you a chair, he's pawned 'em all. Pleasant old

place it was down there, when I was a young girl ; they

say its grow'd a grand place now, wi' a raih^oad. I tliink

many times I'd like to go down and die there." She

spoke in a rough, sullen, careless tone, as if life-weary.

'' My good woman," said Major Campbell, a little

impatiently, ^' can you find your husband for us ?"

" Why, then?" asked she sharply, her suspicion

seeming to return.

*' If he will answer a few questions, I will give him

five shillings. If he can find out for me what I want,

I will give him five pounds."

" Shouldn't I do as well ? If you gi' it he, it's

little out of it I shall see, but he coming home tipsy

when it's spent. Ah, dear ! it was a sad day for mc

when I first fell in with they play-goers !

"
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" Why should she not do it as well ? " said Thurnall.

" Mrs. Barker, do you know anything of a person

named Briggs—John Briggs, the apothecary's son, at

Whitbury?^'

She laughed a harsh bitter laugh.

" Know he ? yes^ and too much reason. That was

where it all begun, along of that play-going of he's and

my master's.^'

''Have you seen him lately ?'' asked Campbell,

eagerly.

"I seen 'un? I'd hit this water over the fellow, and

all his play-acting merryandrews, if ever he sot a foot

here
!

"

'' But have you heard of him ?
"

" Ees
—

" said she carelessly; " he's round here now,

I heard my master say, about the 'Delphy, with my
master ; a drinking, I suppose. No good, I'll warrant/-'

" My good woman,'' said Campbell, panting for

breath, " bring me face to face with that man, and I'll

put a five-pound note in your hand there and then."

*' Five pounds is a sight to me : but it's a sight more

than the sight of he's worth," said she suspiciously again.

" That's the gentleman's concern," said Tom. " The

money 's yours. I suppose you know the worth of it

by now?"
" Ees, none better. But I don't want he to get

hold of it ; he's made away with enough already ;" and

she began to think.

YOL. III. M
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" Curiously impassive people, we Wessex worthies,

when we are a little ground down with trouble. You

must give her time, and she will do our work. She

wants the money, but she is long past being excited at

the prospect of it."

" What's that you're whispering ?" asked she sharply.

Campbell stamped with impatience.

" You don't trust us yet, eh ?—then, there
!

" and

he took five sovereigns from his pocket, and tossed them

on the table. " There's your money ! I trust you to

do the work, as you've been paid beforehand."

She caught up the gold, rang every piece on the

table to see if it Avas sound ; and then

—

" Sally, you go down with these gentlemen to the

Jonson's Head, and if he ben't there, go to the

Fighting Cocks ; and if he ben't there, go to the Duke

of Wellington; and tell he there's two gentlemen has

heard of his poetry, and wants to hear 'un excite. And

then you give he a glass of liquor, and praise up his

nonsense, and he'll tell you all he knows, and a sight

more. Gi' un plenty to drink. It'll be a saving and

charity, for if he don't get it out of you, he will

out of me."

And she returned doggedly to her washing.

" Can't I do anything for you ? " asked Tom, whose

heart always yearned over a Berkshire soul. " I have

plenty of friends down at Whitbury still."

" More than I have. No, Sir," said, she, sadly, and with
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the first touch of sweetness they had yet heard in her

voice. " I've cured my own bacon, and I must eat it.

There's none down there minds me, but them that

would be ashamed of me. And I couldn^t go without

he, and they would take he in; so I must just bide."

And she went on washing.

"God help her! " said Campbell, as he went down

stairs.

"Misery breeds that temper, and only misery, in

our people. I can show you as thorough gentlemen

and ladies, people round Whitbury, living on ten shil-

lings a week, as you will show me in Belgravia living

on five thousand a year."

" I don't doubt it," said Campbell. ..." So ' she

couldn't go without he,^ drunken dog as he is ! Thus

it is with them all the world over."

" So much the worse for them,'' said Tom cynically,

" and for the men too. They make fools of us first

with our over-fondness of them ; and then they let us

make fools of ourselves with their over-fondness

of us.^'

"I fancy sometimes that they were all meant to

be the mates of angels, and stooped to men as a pis-

aller; reversing the old story of the sons of heaven

and the daughters of men."

" And accounting for the present degeneracy. When
the sons of heaven married the daughters of men, their

offspring were giants and men of renown. Now the

m2
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sons of men marry tlie daughters of lieaven, and tlie

oifspring is Wiggle, Waggle, Windbag, and Eed-tape."

They visited one public-house after another, till the

girl found for them the man they wanted, a shabby, sod-

den-visaged fellow, with a would-be jaunty air of conscious

shrewdness and vanitj^, who stood before the bar, his

thumbs in his armholes, and laying down the law to a

group of coster-boys, for want of better audience.

The girl, after sundry plucks at his coat-tail, stopped

him in the midst of his oration, and explained her

errand somewhat fearfully.

Mr. Barker bent down his head on one side, to

signify that he was absorbed in attention to her news ;

and then drawing himself up once more, lifted his

greasy hat high in air, bowed to the very floor, and

broke forth :

—

" Moat potent, grave, and reverend signiors :

A man of war, and eke a man of peace

—

That is, if you come peaceful ; and if not,

Have we not Hiren here ?"

And the fellow put himself into a fresh attitude.

"We come in peace, my good Sir," said Tom; "first

to listen to your talented efiusions, and next for a little

private conversation on a subject on which
—

" but Mr.

Barker interrupted,

—

" To listen, and to drink? The muse is dry,

And Pegasus doth thirst for Hij-pocreno,

And fain would jjaint—imbibe the vulgar call

—

Or hot or cold, or long or short—Attendant
!"
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The bar girl, wlio knew his humour, came forward.

" Glasses all round—these noble knights will pay

—

Of hottest hot, and stiffest stiff. Thou mark'st me ?

Now to your quest
!

"

And he faced round with a third attitude.

'^ Do you know Mr. Briggs?" asked the straight-

forward Major.

He rolled his eyes to every quarter of the seventh

sphere, clapped his hand upon his heart, and assumed

an expression of angelic gratitude :

—

" My benefactor ! Were the v/orld a waste,

A thistle-waste, ass-nibbled, goldfinch-pecked.

And all the men and women merely asses,

I still could lay this hand upon this heart,

And cry, ' Xot yet alone ! I know a man

—

A man Jove-fronted, and Hyperion-curled

—

A gushing, flushing, blushing human heart
! '

"

''As sure as you live, Sir," said Tom, "if you won't

talk honest prose, I won't pay for the brandy and

water.''

" Base is the slave who pays, and baser prose

—

Hang uninspired patter ! 'Tis iu verse

That angels praise, and fiends in Limbo curse."

" And asses bray, I think," said Tom, in despair.

'' Do you know where Mr. Briggs is now? "

" And why the devil do you want to know ?

For that 's a verse, Sir, although somewhat slow."

The two men laughed in spite of themselves.

"Better tell the fellow the plain truth," said

Campbell to Thurnall.
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" Come out with us, and I will tell you." And
Campbell threw down the money, and led him off,

after he had gulped down his own brandy, and half

Tom's beside.

'^ What ? leave the nepenthe untasted ?
"

They took him out, and he tucked his arms through

theirs, and strutted down Drury Lane.

"The fact is, Sir,—I speak to you, of course, in con-

fidence, as one gentleman to another
—

"

Mr. Barker replied by a lofty and gracious bow.

" That his family are exceedingly distressed at his

absence, and his wife, who, as you may know, is a lady

of high family, dangerously ill; and he cannot be aware

of the fact. This gentleman is the medical man of her

family, and I—I am an intimate friend. We should

esteem it therefore the very greatest service if you would

give us any information which
—

"

" Weep no more, gentle shepherds, weep no more

;

For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead,

Sunk though he be upon a garret floor,

With fumes of Morpheus' crown about his head."

"Fumes of Morpheus' crown ? " asked Thurnall.

" That crimson flower which ci'owns the sleepy god,

And sweeps the soul aloft, though flesh may nod."

"He has taken to opium!" said Thurnall to the

bewildered Major. " What I should have expected."

" God help him ! we must save him out of that
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last lowest deep ! " cried Campbell. " Where is he,

Sir?"
"A vow ! a vow ! I have a vow in heaven !

Why guide the hounds toward the trembling hare ?

Our Adonais hath drunk poison ; Oh I

"What deaf and viperous murderer could cro\^^^

Life's early cup with such a draught of woe ?"

"As I live, Sir," cried Campbell, losing his self-

possession in disgust at the fool ;
" you may rhyme your

own nonsense as long as you will, but you shan't quote

the Adonais about that fellow in my presence."

Mr. Barker shook himself fiercely free of CampbelFs 7

arm, and faced round at him in a fighting attitude.

Campbell stood eyeing him sternly, but at his wit's end.

"Mr. Barker," said Tom blandly, "will you have

another glass of brandy and water, or shall I call a

policeman ?
"

"Sir," sputtered he, speaking prose at last, "this

gentleman has insulted me ! He has called my poetry

nonsense, and my friend a fellow. And blood shall not

wipe out—what liquor may !"

The hint was sufficient: but ere he had drained

another glass, Mr. Barker was decidedly incapable of

managing his afi'airs, much less theirs ; and became

withal exceedingly quarrelsome, returning angrily to

the grievance of Briggs having been called a fellow

;

in spite of all their entreaties, he talked himself into a

passion, and at last, to CampbelPs extreme disgust,

rushed out of the bar into the street.
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" This is too vexatious ! To have kept half-an-hour's

company with such an animal, and then to have him

escape me after all! A just punishment on me for

pandering to his drunkenness."

Tom made no answer, but went quietly to the door,

and peeped out.

" Pay for his liquor. Major, and follow. Keep a few

yards behind me ; there will be less chance of his

recognising us than if he saw us both together."

"Why, where do you think he's going ?
"

" Not home, I can see. Ten to one that he will go

raging off straight to Briggs, to put him on his guard

against us. Just like a drunkard's cunning it would

be. There, he has turned up that side street. Now
follow me quick. Oh that he may only keep his legs !

"

They gained the bottom of that street before he had

turned out of it ; and so through another, and another,

till they ran him to earth in one of the courts out of

St. Martin's Lane.

Into a doorway he went, and up a stair. Tom stood

listening at the bottom, till he heard the fellow knock

at a door far above, and call out in a drunken tone.

Then he beckoned to Campbell, and both, careless of

what might follow, ran up stairs, and pushing him

aside, entered the room without ceremony.

Their chances of being on the right scent were

small enough, considering that, though every one was

out of town, there were a million and a half of people
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in London at that moment ; and, unfortunately, at

least fifty thousand who would have considered Mr.

John Barker a desirable visitor : but somehow, in the

excitement of the chase, both had forgotten the chances

against them, and the probability that they would have

to retire down stairs again, apologising humbly to some

wrathful Joseph Buggins,whose convivialities they might

have interrupted. But no ; Tom^s cunning had, as

usual, played him true ; and as they entered the door,

they beheld none other than the lost Elsley Vavasour,

alias John Briggs.

Major Campbell advanced bowing, hat in hand, with

a courteous apology on his lips.

It was a low lean-to garret ; there w^as a deal table

and an old chair in it, but no bed. The windows were

broken ; the paper hanging down in strips. Elsley was

standing before the empty fire-place, his hand in his

bosom, as if he had been startled by the scuffle outside.

He had not shaved for some days.

So much Tom could note ; but no more. He saw the

glance of recognition pass over Elsley 's face, and that an

ugly one. He saw him draw something from his bosom,

and spring like a cat almost upon the table. A flash

—

a crack. He had fired a pistol full in Campbell's face.

Tom was startled, not at the thing, but that such a

man should have done it. He had seen souls, and too

many, flit out of the world by that same tiny crack,

in Californian taverns, Arabian deserts, Australian
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gullies. He knew all about that : but lie liked Camp-

bell ; and lie breathed more freely the next moment,

when he saw him standing still erect, a quiet smile on

his face, and felt the plaister dropping from the wall

upon his own head. The bullet had gone over the

Major. All was right.

"He is not man enough for a second shot," thought

Tom quietly, " while the Major's eye is on him."

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Vavasour," he heard the

Major say, in a gentle unmoved voice, " for this intru-

sion. I assure you that there is no cause for any

anger on your part ; and I am come to entreat you to

forget and forgive any conduct of mine which may

have caused you to mistake either me or a lady whom
I am unworthy to mention."

"I am glad the beggar fired at him," thought Tom.
" One spice of danger, and he 's himself again, and will

overawe the poor cur by mere civility. 1 was afraid of

some abject methodist parson humility, which would

give the other party a handle."

Elsley heard him with a stupified look, like that of a

trapped wild beast, in which rage, shame, suspicion,

and fear, were mingled with the vacant glare of the

opium-eater's eye. Then his eye drooped beneath

Campbell's steady gentle gaze, and he looked uneasily

round the room, still like a trapped wild beast, as if for

a hole to escape by ; then up again, but sidelong, at

Major Campbell.
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" I assure you, Sir, on the word of a Christian and

a soldier, that you are labouring under an entire misap-

prehension. For God's sake, and Mrs. Vavasour's sake,

come back. Sir, to those who will receive you with,

nothing but affection ! Your wife has been all but

dead ; she thinks of no one but you, asks for no one

but you. In God's name, Sir, what are you doing

here, while a wife who adores you is dying from your

—

I do not wish to be rude. Sir, but let me say at least

—

neglect ?
"

Elsley looked at him still askance, puzzled, inquir-

ing. Suddenly his great beautiful eyes opened to

preternatural wideness, as if trying to grasp a new

thought. He started, shifted his feet to and fro, his

arms straight down by his sides, his fingers clutching

after something. Then he looked up hurriedly again

at Campbell; and Thurnall looked at him also; and

his face was as the face of an angel.

" Miserable ass !
" thought Tom ; "if he don't see

innocence in that man's countenance, he wouldn't see

it in his own child's."

Elsley suddenly turned his back to them, and thrust

his hand into his bosom. Now was Tom's turn.

In a moment he had vaulted over the table, and

seized Elsley's wrist, ere he could draw the second

pistol.

" No, my dear Jack," whispered he quietly, " once

is enough in a day !

^^



172 THE THIRTIETH OF SEPTEMBER.

" Not for him, Tom, for myself !
" moaned Elsle3^

" For neither, dear hid ! Let bygones be bygones,

and do you be a new man, and go home to Mrs.

Vavasour."

'^ Never, never, never, never, never, never !
" shrieked

Elsley hke a baby, every word increasing in intensity,

till the whole house rang ; and then threw himself into

the crazy chair, and dashed his head between his

hands upon the table.

"This is a case for me. Major Campbell. I think

you had better go now."

" You will not leave him ?
"

" No, Sir. It is a very curious psychological study,

and he is a Whitbury man."

Campbell knew quite enough of the would-be

cynical doctor, to understand what all that meant. He
came up to Elsley.

" Mr. Vavasour, I am going to the war, from which I

expect never to return. If you believe me, give me

your hand before I go."

Elsley, without lifting his head, beat on the table

with his hand.

" I wish to die at peace with you and all the world.

I am innocent in word, in thought. I shall not insult

another person by saying that she is so. If you believe

me, give me your hand."

Elsley stretched his hand, his head still buried.

Campbell took it, and went silently down stairs.
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" Is he gone ? ^' moaned lie, after a while.

« Yes.^'

'•' Does she—does she care for him ?
"

" Good heavens ! How did you ever dream such

an ahsurdity ?
^'

Elsley only beat upon the table.

" She has been ill ?
"

" Is ill. She has lost her child."

" Which ? " shrieked Elsley.

" A boy whom she should have had.^^

Elsley only beat on the table ; then

—

" Give me the bottle, Tom V
"What bottle?'^

" The laudanum ;—there in the cupboard."

"I shall do no such thing. You are poisoning

yourself."

^' Let me then ! I must, I tell you ! I can live on

nothing else. I shall go mad if I do not have it. I

should have been mad by now. Nothing else keeps off

these fits ;—I feel one coming now. Curse you ! give

me the bottle !

"

" What fits ?
''

" How do I know ? Agony and torture—ever since

I got wet on that mountain."

Tom knew enough to guess his meaning, and felt

Elsley's pulse and forehead.

" I tell you it turns every bone to red-hot iron !

"

almost screamed he.
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"Neuralgia; rlieumatic, I suppose/^ said Tom to

himself. " Well, this is not the thing to cure you : but

you shall have it to keep you quiet." And he measured

him out a small dose.

" More, I tell you, more !
" said Elsley, lifting up his

head, and looking at it.

" Not more while you are with me.^^

" With you ! Who the devil sent you here ?
^'

" John Briggs, John Briggs, if I did not mean you

good, should I be here now ? Now do, like a reasonable

man, tell jne what you intend to do/^

"What is that to you, or any man?" said Elsley,

writhing with neuralgia.

"No concern of mine of course : but your poor wife

—you must see her."

" I can^t, I wonH !—that is, not yet ! I tell you I

cannot face the thought of her, much less the sight of

her, and her family,—thatValencia ! I'd rather the earth

should open and swallow me! Don't talk to me, I say! ''

And hiding his face in his hands, he writhed with

pain, while Thurnall stood still patiently watching

him, as a pointer dog does a partridge. He had found

his game, and did not intend to lose it.

" I am better now
;

quite well !
" said he, as the

laudanum began to work. " Yes I I'll go—that will be

it—go to ^ "^ * * at once. He'll give me an order

for a magazine article; I'll earn ten pounds, and then

off to Italy."
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" If you want ten pounds, my good fellow, you

can have them without racking your brains over an

article/^

Elsley looked up proudly.

" I do not borrow. Sir V'

"Well—I'll give you five for those pistols. They are

of no use to you, and I shall want a spare brace for the

East.^'

" Ah ! I forgot them. I spent my last money on

them," said he with a shudder ;
" but I won't sell them

to you at a fancy price—no dealings between gentleman

and gentleman. I'll go to a shop, and get for them

what they are worth.^^

"Very good. 1^11 go with you, if you like. I fancy

I may get you a better price for them than you would

yourself: being rather a knowing one about the pretty

little barkers." And Tom took his arm, and walked

him quietly down into the street.

"If you ever go up those kennel-stairs again,

friend," said he to himself, "my name^s not Tom
Thurnall."

They walked to a gunsmith's shop in the Strand,

where Tom had often dealt, and sold the pistols for

some three pounds.

" Now then let's go into 333, and get a mutton chop."

" No."

Elsley was too shy ; he was "not fit to be seen."

" Come to my rooms, then, in the Adelphi, and have

a wash and a shave. It will make you as fresh as a lark
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again^ and tlien we ^11 send out for the eatables, and

have a quiet chat."

Elsley did not say no. Thurnall took the thing as a

matter of course, and he was too weak and tired to argue

with him. Beside, there was a sort of relief in the com-

pany of a man who, though he knew all, chatted on to

him cheerily and quietly, as if nothing had happened

;

who at least treated him as a sane man. From any one

else he would have shrunk, lest they should find him out

:

but a companion, who knew the worst, at least saved

him suspicion and dread. His weakness, now that the

collapse after passion had come on, clung to any human

friend. The very sound of Tom's clear sturdy voice

seemed pleasant to him, after long solitude and silence.

At least it kept off the fiends of memory.

Tom, anxious to keep Elsley^s mind employed on

some subject which should not be painful, began chatting

about the war and its prospects. Elsley soon caught

the cue, and talked with wild energy and pathos, opium-

fed, of the coming struggle between despotism and

sj liberty, the arising of Poland and Hungary, and all the

grand dreams which then haunted minds like his.

"By Jove !" said Tom, '' you are yourself again now.

Why don't you put all that into a book ?
'^

" I may perhaps," said Elsley proudly.

" And if it comes to that, why not come to the war,

and see it for yourself? A new country—one of the

finest in the world. New scenery, new actors,—Why
Constantinople itself is a poem ! Yes, there is another
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' Revolt of Islam ^ to be written yet. Why don't

you become our war poet ? Come and see the fight-

ing; for there'll be plenty of it, let them say what

they will. The old bear is not going to drop his dead

donkey without a snap and a hug. Come along,

and tell people what it's all really like. There will be

a dozen Cockneys writing battle songs, I'll warrant,

who never saw a man shot in their lives, not even a

hare. Come and give us the real genuine grit of it,

—

for if you can't, who can ?"

" It is a grand thought ! The true war poets, after-

all, have been warriors themselves. Korner and Alcoeus^

fought as well as sang, and sang because they fought..

Old Homer, too,—who can believe that he had not hewn

his way through the very battles w^hich he describes, and.

seen every wound, every shape of agony? A noble

thought, to go out with that army against the northera

Anarch, singing in the van of battle, as Taillefer sang:

the song of Roland before William's knights, and to

die like him, the proto-martyr of the Crusade, with

the melody yet upon one's lips

!

''

And his face blazed up with excitement.

''What a handsome fellow he is, after all, if there

were but more of him!" said Tom to himself. "I
wonder if he'd fight, though, when the singing-fever

was off him."

He took Elsley up stairs into his bed-room, got him

washed and shaved ; and sent out the woman of the

VOL. III. N
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house for mutton chops and stout, and began himself

setting out the luncheon table, while Elsley in the room

within chanted to himself snatches of poetry.

"The notion has taken; he^s composing a war song

already, I believe.^^

It actually was so : but Elsley's brain was weak and

wandering ; and he was soon silent ; and motionless so

long, that Tom opened the door and looked in anxiously.

He was sitting on a chair, his hands fallen on his lap,

the tears running down his face.

" Well ? " asked Tom smilingly, not noticing the

tears ;
" how goes on the opera ? I heard through the

door the orchestra tuning for the prelude."

Elsley looked up in his face with a puzzled piteous

expression.

" Do you knoWj Thurnall, I fancy at moments that my
mind is not what it was. Fancies flit from me as

quickly as they come. I had twenty verses five minutes

ago, and now I cannot recollect one.'^

" No wonder,'^ thought Tom to himself. "My dear

fellow, recollect all that you have suffered with tliis

neuralgia. Believe me, all you want is animal strength.

Chops and porter will bring all the verses back, or

better ones instead of them.''

He tried to make Elsley eat ; and Elsley tried himself:

but failed. The moment the meat touched his lips lie

loathed it, and only courtesy prevented his leaving tlie

room to escape the smell. The laudanum had done its
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work upon his digestion. He tried the porter, and

drank a little : then, suddenly stopping, he pulled out

a phial, dropped a heavy dose of his poison into the

porter, and tossed it off.

" Sold, am I ?'' said Tom to himself. '' He must have

hidden the bottle as he came out of the room with me.

Oh, the cunning of those opium-eaters ! However, it

will keep him quiet just now, and to Eaton Square I

must go/^

" You had better be quiet now, my dear fellow, after

your dose ; talking will only excite you. Settle your-

self on my bed, and I '11 be back in an hour.''

So he put Elsley on his bed, carefully removing razors

and pistols (for he had still his fears of an outburst of

passion), then locked him in, ran down into the Strand,

threw himself into a cab for Eaton Square, and asked

for Valencia.

Campbell had been there already ; so Tom took care

to tell nothing which he had not told, expecting, and

rightly, that he would not mention Elsley^s having fired

at him. Lucia was still all but senseless, too weak even

to ask for Elsley ; to attempt -any meeting between her

and her husband would be madness.

" What will you do with the unhappy man, Mr.

Thurnall?"

" Keep him under my eye, day and night, till he is

either rational again, or—

"

" Do you think that he may ?—Ob my poor sister !
''

n2
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" I tliink that lie may yet end very sadly, madam.
There is no use concealing the truth from you. All I

can promise is, that I will treat him as my own brother."

Valencia held out her fair hand to the young

doctor. He stooped, and lifted the tips of her fingers

to his lips.

" I am not worthy of such an honour, madam. I

shall study to deserve it." And he bowed himself out,

the same sturdy, self-confident Tom, doing right, he

hardly knew why, save that it was all in the way of

business.

And now arose the puzzle, what to do with Elslcy ?

He had set his heart on going down to Whitbury the

next day. He had been in England nearly six months,

and had not yet seen his father ; his heart yearned, too,

after the old place, and Mark Armsworth, and many an

old friend, whom he might never see again. " How-
ever, that fellow I must see to, come what will

:

business first, and pleasure afterwards. If I make him

all right—if I even get him out of the world decently,

I get the Scoutbush interest on my side—though I

believe I have it already. Still, it's as well to lay

people under as heavy an obligation as possible. I

wish Miss Valencia had asked me whetlier Elsley

wanted any money : it's expensive keeping him myself.

However, poor thing, she has other matters to think

of: and I dare say, never knew the pleasures of an

empty purse. Here we are ! Three and sixpence—eh.
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Cabman? I suppose you think I was born Saturdaj^

night? There's three shillings. Now, don't chaff me,

my excellent friend, or you will find you have met your

match, and a leetle more !

'^

And Tom hurried into his rooms, and found Elsley

still sleeping.

He set to work, packing and arranging, for with him

every moment found its business ; and presently heard

his patient call faintly from the next room.

" Thurnall !
" said he ; "I have been a long journey.

I have been to Whitbury once more, and followed my
father about his garden, and sat upon my mother's

knee. And she taught me one text, and no more.

Over and over,again she said it, as she looked down at

me with still sad eyes, the same text which she spoke

the day I left her for London. I never saw her again.

' By this, my son, be admonished ; of making of books

there is no end ; and much study is a weariness of the

flesh. Let us hear the conclusion of the whole matter.

Fear God, and keep His commandments; for this is

the whole duty of man.' * * >{:

Yes, I will go down to Whitbury, and be a little child

once more. I will take poor lodgings, and crawl out

day by day, down the old lanes, along the old river-

banks, where I fed my soul with fair and mad dreams,

and reconsider it all from the beginning ;—and then die.

No one need know me ; and if they do, they need not

be ashamed of me, I trust—ashamed that a poet has
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risen up among them, to speak words which have heen

heard across the glohe. At least, they need never

know my shame—never know that I have broken the

heart of an angel, who gave herself to me, body and

soul—attempted the life of a man whose shoes I am

not worthy to unloose—never know that I have killed

my own child!—that a blacker brand than Cain's is

on my brow !—Never know— Oh, my God, what care I ?

Let them know all, as long as I can have done with shams

and affectations, dreams and vain ambitions, and be just

my own self once more for one day, and then die !
"

And he burst into convulsive weeping.

" No, Tom, do not comfort me ! I ought to die, and

I shall die. I cannot face her again ^ let her forget

me, and find a husband who will—and be a father to

the children whom I neglected ! Oh, my darlings, my
darlings ! If I could but see you once again : but no !

you too would ask me where I had been so long. You

too would ask me—your innocent fases at least would

—

why I had killed your little brother !—Let me weep

it out, Thurnall ; let me face it all ! This very misery

is a comfort, for it will kill me all the sooner."

" If you really mean to go to Whitbury, my poor

dear fellow," said Tom at last, " I will start with you

to-morrow morning. For I too must go ; I must see

my father."

" You will really ? '' asked Elsley, who began to cling

to him like a child.
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ct I -will indeed. Believe me, you are right
;
you

will find friends there, and admirers too. I know

one."

"You do? " asked he, looking up.

" Mary Armsworth, the banker's daughter."

"What! That purse-proud, vulgar man?"
" Don't be afraid of him. A truer and more delicate

heart don't beat. No one has more cause to say so

than I. He will receive you with open arms, and need

be told no more than is necessary ; while as his friend,

you may defy gossip, and do just what you like.^'

Tom sUpped out that afternoon, paid Elsley's pittance

of rent at his old lodgings ; bought him a few necessary

articles, and lent him, without saying anything, a few

more. Elsley sat all day as one in a dream, moaning

to himself at intervals, and following Tom vacantly with

his eyes, as he moved about the room. Excitement,

misery, and opium, were fast wearing out body and

mind, and Tom put him to bed that evening, as he

would have put a child.

Tom walked out into the Strand to smoke in the fresh

air, and think, in spite of himself, of that fair saint

from whom he was so perversely flying. Gay girls

slithered past him, looked round at him, but in vain

;

those two great sad eyes hung in his fancy, and he

could see nothing else. Ah—if she had but given him

back his money—why, what a fool he would have made

of himself! Better as it was. He was meant to be
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a vagabond and an adventurer to the last ; and perhaps

to find at last the luck which had flitted away before

him.
^

He passed one of the theatre doors; there was a

group outside^ more noisy and more earnest than such

groups are wont to be ; and ere he could pass through

them^ a shout from within rattled the doors with its

mighty pulse^ and seemed to shake the very walls.

Another ; and another !—What was it ? Fire ?

No. It was the news of Alma.

And the group surged to and fro outside, and talked,

and questioned, and rejoiced ; and smart gents forgot

their vulgar pleasures, and looked for a moment as if

they too could have fought—had fought—at Alma ; and

sinful girls forgot their shame, and looked more beau-

tiful than they had done for many a day, as, beneath

the flaring gas-light, their faces glowed for a while

with noble enthusiasm and woman^s sacred pity, as they

questioned Tom, taking hira for an ofiicer, as to whe-

ther he thought there were many killed.

'' I am no officer : but I have been in many a battle,

and I know the Russians well, and have seen how they

fight ; and there is many a brave man killed, and many

a one more will be."

" Oh, does it hurt them much ? '' asked one poor

thing.

"Not often," quoth Tom.
" Thank God, thank God !

" and she turned sud-
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denly away, and with the impulsive nature of her class_,

burst into violent sobbing and weeping.

Poor thing ! perhaps among the men who fought and

fell that day was he to whom she owed the curse of

her young life ; and after him her lonely heart went

forth once more, faithful even in the lowest pit.

" You are strange creatures, women, women !

^'

thought Tom: "but I knew that many a year ago.

Now then—the game is growing fast and furious, it

seems. Oh, that I may find myself soon in the thickest

of it !

"

So said Tom Thurnall; and so said Major Campbell,

too, that night, as he prepared everything to start next

morning to Southampton. " The better the day, the

better the deed," quoth he. " When a man is travel-

ling to a better world, he need not be afraid of

starting on a Sunday."



CHAPTER VII.

THE BANKER AND HIS DAUGHTER.

Tom and Elsley are safe at Whitbury at last ; and

Tom, ere he has seen his father, has packed Elsley safe

away in lodgings with an old dame whom he can trust.

Then he asks his way to his father's new abode ; a small

old-fashioned house, with low bay-windows jutting out

upon the narrow pavement.

Tom stops, and looks in the window. His father is

sitting close to it, in his arm-chair, his hands upon his

knees, his face lifted to the sunlight, with chin slightly

outstretched, and his pale eyes feeling for the light.

The expression would have been painful, but for its

perfect sweetness and resignation. His countenance is

not, perhaps, a strong one ; but its delicacy, and calm,

and the high forehead, and the long white locks, are

most venerable. With a blind man's exquisite sense,

he feels Tom's shadow fall on him, and starts, and calls

him by name; for he has been expecting him, and
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thinking of nothing else all the morning, and takes for

granted that it must be he.

In another moment Tom is at his father's side.

What need to describe the sacred joy of those first few

minutes, even if it were possible? But unrestrained

tenderness between man and man, rare as it is, and, as

as it were, unaccustomed to itself, has no passionate

fluency, no metaphor or poetry, such as man pours out

to woman, and woman again to man. All its language

lies in the tones, the looks, the little half-concealed

gestures, hints which pass themselves off modestly in a

jest ; and such was Tom's first interview with his father

;

till the old Isaac, having felt Tom's head and hands

again and again, to be sure whether it were his very

son or no, made him sit down by him, holding him still

fast, and began

—

" Now, tell me, tell me, while Jane gets you some-

thing to eat. No, Jane, you mustn't talk to Master

Tom yet, to bother about how much he's grown ;—non-

sense, I must have him all to myself, Jane. Go and

get him some dinner. Now, Tom,'' as if he was afraid

of losing a moment ; " you have been a dear boy to

write to me every week ; but there are so many ques-

tions which only word of mouth will answer, and I have

stored up dozens of them ! I want to know what a

coral reef really looks like, and if you saw any trepangs

upon them ? And what sort of strata is the gold really

in ? And you saw one of those giant rays ; I want a
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Avhole hour's talk about the fellow. And—What an

old babbler I am. ! talking to you when you should be

talking to me. Now begin. Let us have the trepangs

first. Are they real Holothurians or not?
"

And Tom began, and told for a full half hour, inter-

rupted then by some little comment of the old man's,

which proved how prodigious was the memory within,

imprisoned and forced to feed upon itself.

" You seem to know more about Australia than I do,

father/' says Tom at last.

" No, child ; but Mary Armsworth, God bless her

!

comes down here almost every evening to read all your

letters to me ; and she has been reading to me a book

of Mrs. Lee's Adventures in Australia, which reads like

a novel j delicious book—to me at least. Why, there

is her step outside, I do believe, and her father's with

her!"

The lighter woman's step was inaudible to Tom ; but

the heavy, deliberate waddle of the banker was not.

He opened the house-door, and then the parlour-door,

without knocking ; but, when he saw the visitor, he

stopped on the threshold with outstretched arms.

" Ilillo, ho ! who have we here ? Our prodigal son

returned, with his pockets full of nuggets from the

diggings. Oh, mum's the word, is it ? " as Tom laid

his finger on his lips. "Come here, then, and let's

have a look at you!" And he catches both Tom's

hands in his, and almost shakes them off. '' I knew
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you were coming, old boy ! Mary told me—she's in all

the old man's secrets. Come along, Mary, and see

your old play-fellow. She has got a little fruit for the

old gentleman. Mary, where are you ? always collo-

guing Avith Jane."

Mary comes in : a little dumpty body, with a yellow

face, and a red nose, the smile of an angel, and a

heart full of many little secrets of other people^s—and

of one great one of her own, which is no business of

any man's—and with fifty thousand pounds as her por-

tion, for she is an only child. But no man will touch

that fifty thousand ; for " no one would marry me for

myself," says Mary ;
" and no one shall marry me for

my money."

So she greets Tom shyly and humbly, without looking

in his face, yet very cordially ; and then slips away to

deposit on the table a noble pine-apple.

'' A little bit of fruit from her greenhouse," says the

old man in a disparaging tone :
" and, oh Jane, bring

me a saucer. Here^s a sprat I just capered out of

Hemmelford mill-pit
;
perhaps the Doctor would like it

fried for supper, if it's big enough not to fall through

the gridiron."

Jane, who knows Mark Armsworth's humour, brings

in the largest dish in the house, and Mark pulls out of

his basket a great three-pound trout.

" Aha I my young rover ! Old Mark's right hand

hasn't forgot its cunning, eh ? And this is the month

/
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for them ; fish all quiet now. When fools go a-shooting,

wise men go a-fishing ! Eh ? Come here, and look me

over. How do I wear, eh? As like a Muscovy duck

as ever, you young rogue ? Do you recollect asking me,

at the Club dinner, why I was like a Muscovy duck?

Because I was a fat thing in green velveteen, with a

bald red head, that was always waddling about the river

bank. Ah, those were days ! We ^11 have some more

of them. Come up to-night and try the old '21 bin.^'

" I must have him myself to-night : indeed I must,

Mark,^^ says the Doctor.

" All to yourself, you selfish old rogue ?
^'

" We'll come down, then, Mary and I, and bring the

'21 with us, and hear all his cock-and-bull stories. Full

of travellers^ lies as ever, eh ? Well, I'll come, and

smoke my pipe with you. Always the same old ^lark,

my lad,^' nudging Tom with his elbow ;
" one fellow

comes and borrows my money, and goes out and calls

me a stingy old hunks because I won't let him cheat me
;

another comes, and eats my pines, and drinks my port,

goes home, and calls me a purse-proud upstart, because

he can't match 'em. Never mind; old Mark's old

Mark; sound in the heart, and sound in the liver, just

the same as thirty years ago, and will be till he takes

his last quietus est

—

'And dx-ops into his grassy nest.'

Bye, bye, Doctor ! Come, Mary !

"
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And out he toddled, with silent little Mary at his

heels.

" Old Mark wears well, body and soul/^ said Tom.

" He is a noble, generous fellow, and as delicate-hearted

as a woman withal, in spite of his conceit and roughness.

Fifty and odd years now, Tom, have we been brothers,

and I never found him change. And brothers we shall

be, I trust, a few years more, till I see you back again

from the East, comfortably settled. And then—'^

" Don^t talk of that. Sir, please !
'^ said Tom, quite

quickly and sharply. '^ How ill poor Mary looks \"

" So they say, poor child ; and one hears it in her

voice. Ah, Tom, that girl is an angel j she has been to

me daughter, doctor, clergyman, eyes and library; and

would have been nurse too, if it had not been for making

old Jane jealous. But she is ill. Some love ajffair,

I suppose

—

''

" How quaint it is, that the father has kept all the

animal vigour to himself, and transmitted none to the

daughter.^'

" He has not kept the soul to himself, Tom, or the

eyes either. She will bring me in wild flowers, and talk

to me about them, till I fancy I can see them as well as

ever. Ah, well ! It is a sweet world still, Tom, and

there are sweet souls in it. A sweet world : I was too

fond of looking at it once, I suppose, so God took away

my sight, that I might learn to look at Him.^^ And
the old man lay back in his chair, and covered his face
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with his handkerchief, and was quite still awhile. And
Tom watched him, and thought that he would give all

his cunning and power to be like that old man.

Then Jane came in, and laid the cloth,—a coarse one

enough, and Tom picked a cold mutton bone with a

steel fork, and drank his pint of beer from the public

house, and lighted his father's pipe, and then his own,

and vowed that he had never dined so well in his life,

and began his traveller's stories again.

And in the evening Mark came in, with a bottle of

the ^21 in his coat-tail pocket ; and the three sa,t and

chatted, while Mary brought out her work, and stitched

listening silently, till it was time to lead the old man

up stairs.

Tom put his father to bed, and then made a hesitating

request

—

" There is a poor sick man w^hom I brought down

with me. Sir, if you could spare me half an hour. It

really is a professional case ; he is under my charge,

I may say.''

"What is it, boy?"
" Well, laudanum and a broken heart."

" Exercise and ammonia for the first. For the second,

God's grace and the grave ; and those latter medicines

you can't exhibit, my dear boy. Well, as it is profes-

sional duty, I suppose you must : but don't exceed the

hour ; I shall lie awake till you return, and then you

must talk me to sleep."
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So Tom went out and homeward with Mark and

Mary, for their roads lay together ; and as he went, he

thought good to tell them somewhat of the history of

John Briggs, alias Elsley Vavasour.

" Poor fool !" said Mark, who listened in silence to

the end. " Why didn^t he mind his bottles, and just

do what Heaven sent him to do ? Is he in want of the

rhino, Tom?''

" He had not five shillings left after he had paid his

fare ; and he refuses to ask his wife for a farthing."

*' Quite right—very proper spirit.'' And Mark walked

on in silence a few minutes.

" I say, Tom, a fool and his money are soon parted.

There's a five-pound note for him, you begging, insinu-

ating dog, and be hanged to you both ! I shall die in

the workhouse at this rate."

" Oh, father, you will never miss—

"

" Who told you I thought I should, pray ? Don't

you go giving another five pounds out of your pocket-

money behind my back, ma'am. I know your tricks

of old. Tom, I'll come and see the poor beggar to-

morrow with you, and call him Mr. Vavasour—Lord

Vavasour, if he likes—if you'll warrant me against

laughing in his face." And the old man did laugh, till

he stopped and held his sides again.

'• Oh, father, father, don't be so cruel. Eemember

how wretched the poor man is."

" I can't think of any thing but old Bolus's boy

VOL. III. O



194 THE BANKER AND HIS DAUGHTER.

turned poet. Why did you tell me, Tom, you bad

fellow ? It's too much for a man at my time of life,

and after his dinner too.^^

And with that he opened the little gate by the side

of the grand one, and turned to ask Tom

—

" AYon^t come in, boy, and have one more cigar ?
^'

" I promised my father to be back as quickly as

possible.^'

" Good lad—that's the plan to go on

—

' You'll be churchwarden before all 's over.

And so arrive at wealth and fame.'

Instead of writing po-o-o-etry ! Do you recollect that

morning, and the black draught ? Oh dear, my side !

"

And Tom heard him heckling to himself up the garden

walk to his house ; went off to see that Elsley was safe

;

and then home, and slept like a top; no wonder, for he

would have done so the night before his execution.

And what was little Mary doing all the while ?

She had gone up to the room, after telling her father,

-with a kiss, not to forget to say his prayers. And
then she fed her canary bird, and made up the Persian

cat's bed ; and then sat long at the open window, gazing

out over the shadow-dappled lawn, away to the poplars

sleeping in the moonlight, and the shining silent stream,

and the shining silent stars, till she seemed to become

as one of them, and a quiet heaven within her eyes took

•counsel with the quiet heaven above. And then she

•drew in suddenly, as if stung by some random thought,
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and sliut the window. A picture hung over her

mantel-piece—a portrait of her mother, who had been a

country beauty in her time. She glanced at it, and

then at the looking-glass. Would she have given her

fifty thousand pounds to have exchanged her face for

such a face as that ?

She caught up her little Thomas a Kempis, marked

through and through with lines and references, and

sat and read steadfastly for an hour and more. " That

was her school, as it has been the school of many a

noble soul. And, for some cause or other, that stinging

thought returned no more ; and she knelt and prayed

like a little child ; and like a little child slept sweetly

all the night, and was away before breakfast the next

morning, after feeding the canary and the cat, to old

women who worshipped her as their ministering angel,

and said, looking after her :
'^ That dear Miss Mary,

pity she is so plain ! Such a match as she might have

made ! But she ^11 be handsome enough when she is

a blessed angel in heaven."

Ah, true sisters of mercy, whom the world sneers

at as " old maids," if you pour out on cats and dogs

and parrots, a little of the love which is yearning to

spend itselfon children of your own flesh and blood ! As
long as such as you walk this lower world, one needs no
Butler's Analogy to prove to us that there is another

world, where such as you will have a fuller and a

fairer (I dare not say a juster) portion.

02
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^ * * * *

Next morning Mark started with Tom to call on

Elsley^ chatting and puffing all the way.

" I'll butter him, trust me. Nothing comforts a poor

beggar like a bit of praise when he's down ; and all

fellows that take to writing are as greedy after it as

trout after the drake, even if they only scribble in

county newspapers. I've watched them when I've

been electioneering, my boy!"

^'Only," said Tom, '" don't be angry with him if he

is proud and peevish. The poor fellow is all but mad
with misery."

*^ Poh ! quarrel with him ? whom did I ever quarrel

with? If he barks, I'll stop his mouth with a good

dinner. I suppose he's gentleman enough to invite ?
"

" As much a gentleman as you and I ; not of the

very first water, of course. Still he eats like other

people, and don't break many glasses during a sitting.

Think ! he couldn't have been a very great cad to

marry a nobleman's daughter !

"

" Why, no. Speaks well for him, that, considering

his breeding. He must be a very clever fellow to have

caught the trick of the thing so soon."

" And so he is, a very clever fellow ; too clever by

half ; and a very fine-hearted fellow, too, in spite of his

conceit and his temper. But that don't prevent his

being an awful fool !

"

" You speak like a book, Tom I" said old Mark, clap-
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ping him on the back. "^Look at me ! no one can say

I was ever troubled with genius : but I can show my
money, pay my way, eat my dinner, kill my trout, hunt

my hounds, help a lame dog over a stile ^' (which was

Mark's phrase for doing a generous thing), " and thank

God for all; and who wants more, I should like to

know ? But here we are—you go up first !

"

They found Elsley crouched up over the empty

grate, his head in his hands, and a few scraps of paper

by him, on which he had been trying to scribble. He
did not look up as they came in, but gave a sort of

impatient half-turn, as if angry at being disturbed.

Tom was about to announce the banker; but he

announced himself.

"Come to do myself the honour of calling on you,

Mr. Vavasour. I am sorry to see you so poorly; I

hope our Whitbury air will set all right."

"You mistake me. Sir; my name is Briggs !
" said

Elsley, without turning his head : but a moment after

he looked up angrily.

"Mr. Armsworth? I beg your pardon, Sir; but

what brings you here ? Are you come. Sir, to use the

rich successful man's right, and lecture me in my
misery?"

"^Pon my word. Sir, you must have forgotten old

Mark Armsworth indeed, if you fancy him capable of

any such dirt. No, Sir, I came to pay my respects to

you, Sir, hoping that you'd come up and take a family
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dinner, I could do no less/' ran on the banker, seeing

that Elsley was preparing a peevish answer, " consider-

ing the honour that, I hear, you have been to your

native town. A very distinguished person, our friend

Tom tells me ; and we ought to be proud of you, and

l)ehave to you as you deserve, for I am sure we don't

send too many clever fellows out of Whitbury."
*' Would that you had never sent me !

" said Elsley

in his bitter way.

" Ah, Sir, that's matter of opinion ! You would

never have been heard of down here, never have had

justice done you, I mean ; for heard of you have been.

There's my daughter has read your poems again and

again—always quoting them; and very pretty they

sound too. Poetry is not in my line, of course ; still

it's a credit to a man to do anything well, if he has the

gift ; and she tells me that you have it, and plenty of it.

And though she's no fine lady, thank Heaven, Til back

her for good sense against any woman. Come up, Sir,

and judge for yourself if I don't speak the truth ; she

will be delighted to meet you, and bade me say so."

By this time good Mark had talked himself out of

breath ; and Elsley flushing up, as of old, at a little

praise, began to stammer an excuse. " His nerves were

so weak, and his spirits so broken with late troubles."

" My dear Sir, that's the very reason I want you to

come. A bottle of port will cure the nerves, and a

pleasant chat the spirits. Nothing like forgetting all
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for Ji little time ; and then to it again with a fresh lease

of strength, and beat it at last like a man."

" Too late, my dear Sir ; I must pay the penalty of

my own folly," said Elsley, really won by the man's-

cordiality.

"Never too late, Sir, while there's life left in us.

And," he went on in a gentler tone, "ifwe all were to pay

for our own follies, or lie down and die when we saw them

coming full cry at our heels, where would any one of us

be by now ? I have been a fool in my time, young gen-

tleman, more than once or twice ; and that too when I

was old enough to be your father ; and down I went,

and deserved what I got : but my rule always was

—

Fight fair ; fall soft ; know when you've got enough

;

and don't cry out when you've got it : but just go

home ; train again ; and say— better luck next

fight." And so old Mark's sermon ended (as most of

them did) in somewhat Socratic allegory, savouring

rather of the market than of the study ; but Elsley

understood him, and looked up with a smile.

" You too are somewhat of a poet in your way, I see.

Sir

!

''

" I never thought to live to hear that, Sir, I can't

doubt now that you are cleverer than your neighbours,

for you have found out something which they never did.

But you will come ?—for that's my business."

Elsley looked inquiringly at Tom ; he had learnt now
to consult his eye, and lean on him like a child. Tom
looked a stout yes, and Elsley said languidly,—
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" You have given me so much new and good advice

in a few minutes. Sir, that I must really do myself the

pleasure of coming and hearing more."

'• Well done, our side !
" cried old Mark. " Dinner

at half-past live. No London late hours here, Sir.

Miss Armsworth will be out of her mind when she

hears you^re coming."

And off he went.

*' Do you think he'll come up to the scratch, Tom ?
"

" I am very much afraid his courage will fail him.

I will see him again, and bring him up with me : but

now, my dear Mr. Armsworth, do remember one thing

;

that if you go on with him at your usual rate of hospi-

tality, the man will as surely be drunk, as his nerves

and brain are all but ruined ; and if he is so, he will

most probably destroy himself to-morrow morning."

" Destroy himself ?
"

" He will. The shame of making a fool of himself

just now before you will be more than he could bear.

So be stingy for once. He will not wish for it unless

you press him ; but if he talks (and he will talk after

tlic iirst half hour), he will forget himself, and half a

bottle will make him mad ; and then I won't answer for

the consequences."

" Good gracious ! why, these poets want as tender

handling as a bag of gunpowder over the fire."

"You speak like a book there, in your turn." And

Tom went home to his father.

He returned in due time. A new difficulty had
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arisen. Elsley, under the excitement of expectation,

had gone out and deigned to buy laudanum—so will

an unhealthy craving degi-ade a man !—of old Bolus

himself, who luckily did not recognise him. He had taken

his fullest dose, and was now unable to go any where,

or do any thing. Tom did not disturb him : but went

away, sorely perplexed, and very much minded to tell a

white lie to Armsworth, in whose eyes this would be

an oifence—not unpardonable, for nothing with him was

unpardonable, save lying or cruelty—but very grievous.

If a man had drunk too much wine in his house, he

would have simply kept his eye on him afterwards, as a

fool who did not know when he had his "quotum ;" but

laudanum drinking,—involving, too, the breaking of an

engagement, wliich, well managed, might have been of

immense use to Elsley,—was a very different matter.

So Tom knew not what to say or do ; and not knowing,

determined to wait on Providence, smartened himself as

best he could, went up to the great house, and found

Miss Mary.

" ni tell her. She will manage it somehow, if she is

a woman ; much more if she is an angel, as my father

says."

Mary looked very much shocked and grieved ; an-

swered hardly a word : but said at last, " Come in, while

I go and see my father.-*^ He came into the smart draw-

ing room, which he could see was seldom used ; for

Mary lived in her own room, her father in his counting-
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house, or in his " den." In ten minutes she came down.

Tom thought she had been crying.

" I have settled it. Poor unhappj man ! We will

talk of something more pleasant. Tell me about your

shipwreck, and that place,—Aberalva, is it not ? What
a pretty name !

"

Tom told her, wondering then, and wondering long

afterwards, how she had "settled it^' with her father.

She chatted on artlessly enough, till the old man came

in, and to dinner, in capital humour, without saying one

word of Elsley.

" How has the old lion been tamed?" thought Tom.
" The two greatest affronts you could offer him in old

times were, to break an engagement, and to despise his

good cheer." He did not know what the quiet oil on

the waters of such a spirit as Mary's can effect.

The evening passed pleasantly enough till nine, in

chatting over old times, and listening to the history of

every extraordinary trout and fox ^vhich had been

killed within twenty miles, when the footboy entered

with a somewhat scared face.

" Please, Sir, is Mr. Vavasour here ?
"

"Here? Who wants him ?
"

" Mrs. Brown, Sir, in Hemmelford Street. Says he

lodges with her, and has been to see for him at Dr.

Thurnairs.''

"I think you had better go, Mr. Thurnall," said

Mary quietly.
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*' Indeed you had, boy. Bother poets, and the day

they first began to breed in Whitbury ! Such an

evening spoilt ! Have a cup of coffee ? No ? then a

glass of sherry?
"

Out went Tom. Mrs. Brown had been up, and seen

him seemingly sleeping ; then had heard him run down

stairs hurriedly. He passed her in the passage, looking

very wild. *' Seemed, Sir, just like my nevy's wife's

brother. Will Ford, before he made away with

hes'self."

Tom goes off post haste, revolving many things in a

crafty heart. Then he steers for Bolus's shop. Bolus

is at ^' The Angler's Arms ;
'' but his assistant is in.

" Pid a gentleman call here just now, in a long cloak

with a felt wide-awake ?^^

" Yes." And the assistant looks confused enough for

Tom to rejoin,

—

" And you sold him laudanum ?
"

" Why—ah—

"

" And you had sold him laudanum already this

afternoon, you young rascal ! How dare you, twice in

six hours ? I '11 hold you responsible for the man's

life !

"

"You dare call me a rascal?" blusters the youth,

terror-stricken at finding how much Tom knows.

" I am a member of the College of Surgeons," saysTom,

recovering his coolness, " and have just been dining with

Mr. Armsworth. I suppose you know him ?"
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The assistant shook in his shoes at the name of that

terrible justice of the peace, and of the war also ; and

meekly and contritely he replied,

—

*' Oh Sir, what shall I do?"
" You're in a very neat scrape

;
you could not have

feathered your nest better," says Tom, quietly filling

his pipe, and thinking. *' As you behave now, I will

get you out of it, or leave you to—you know what, as

well as I. Get your hat.^'

He went out, and the youth followed trembling,

while Tom formed his plans in his mind.

" The wild beast goes home to his lair to die, and so

may he ; for I fear it's life and death now. I'll try

the house where he was born. Somewhere in Water

Lane it is, I know."

And toward Water Lane he hurried. It was a low-

lying offshoot of the town, leading along the water-

meadows, with a straggling row of houses on each

side, the triennial haunts of fever and ague. Before

them, on each side the road, and fringed with pollard

willows and tall poplars, ran a tiny branch of the Whit,

to feed some mill below ; and spread out, meanwhile,

into ponds and mires full of offal and duckweed and

rank floating grass. A thick mist hung knee-deep over

them, and over the gardens right and left ; and as Tom
came down on the lane from the main street above, he

could see the mist spreading across the water-meadows,

and reflecting tlie moon-beams like a lake; and as he
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walked into it, he felt as if he were walking down a

well. And he hurried down the lane, looking ont

anxiously ahead for the long cloak.

At last he came to a better sort of house. That

might be it. He would take the chance. There was

a man of the middle class, and two or three women,

standing at the gate. He went up

—

" Pray, Sir, did a medical man named Briggs ever

live here?"

" What do you want to know that for ?
"

" Why"—Tom thought matters were too serious for

delicacy—" I am looking for a gentleman, and thought

he might have come here."

" And so he did, if you mean one in a queer hat and

a cloak."

" How long since?"

" Why, he came up our garden an hour or more

ago ; walked right into the parlour without with your

leave, or by your leave, and stared at us all round like

one out of his mind ; and so away, as soon as ever

I asked him what he was at
—

"

"Which way?"
" To the river, I expect : I ran out, and saw him go

down the lane, but I was not going far by night alone

with any such strange customers."

" Lend me a lanthorn, then, for Heaven's sake !

"

The lanthorn is lent, and Tom starts again down the

lane.
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Now to search. At the end of the lane is a cross road

parallel to the river. A broad still ditch lies beyond it,

with a little bridge across, where one gets minnows for

bait ; then a broad water-meadow ; then silver Whit.

The bridge-gate is open. Tom hurries across the road

to it. The lanthom shows him fresh footmarks going

into the meadow. Forward !

Up and down in that meadow for an hour or more

did Tom and the trembling youth beat like a brace of

pointer dogs, stumbling into gripes, and over sleeping

cows ; and more than once stopping short just in time,

as they were walking into some broad and deep feeder.

Almost in despair, and after having searched down

the river bank for full two hundred yards, Tom was on

the point of returning, when his eye rested on a part of

the stream where the mist lay higher than usual, and

let the reflection of the moonlight off the water reacli

his eye ; and in the moon-lit ripples, close to the farther

bank of the river—what was that black lump ?

Tom knew the spot well; the river there is very

broad and very shallow, flowing round low islands of

gravel and turf. It was very low just now too, as it

generally is in October ; there could not be four indies

of water where the black lump lay, but on the side

nearest him the water was full knee deep.

The thing, whatever it was, was forty yards from

him ; and it was a cold night for wading. It might be

a hassock of rushes ; a tuft of the great water-dock

;
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a dead dog ; one of the " hangs," with which the club-

water was studded, torn up and stranded : but yet, to

Tom, it had not a canny look.

" As usual ! Here am I getting wet, dirty, and mise-

rable about matters which are not the slightest concern

of mine ! I believe I shall end by getting hanged or

shot in somebody else's place, with this confounded

spirit of meddling. Yah ! how cold the water is ! "J

For in he went, the grumbling honest dog ; stepped

across to the black lump ; and lifted it up hastily enough,

-—^for it was Elsley Yavasour.

Drowned ? ^^ M^/^ ^ 60^ Hc<f^fu?f/o >

No. But wet through, and senseless from mingled

cold and laudanum.

Whether he had meant to drown himself; and lighting

on the shallow, had stumbled on till he fell exhausted :

or whether he had merely blundered into the stream,

careless whither he went, Tom knew not, and never

knew ; for Elsley himself could not recollect.

Tom took him in his arms, carried him ashore and

up through the water-meadow ; borrowed a blanket and

a wheelbarrow at the nearest cottage ; wrapped him up

;

and made the offending surgeon^s assistant wheel him

to his lodgings.

He sat with him there an hour; and then entered

Mark's house again with his usual composed face, to find

Mark and Mary sitting up in great anxiety.

" Mr. Armsworth, does the telegraph work at this

time of night?'*



208 THE BANKER AND HIS DAUGHTER.

" ril make it, if it is wanted. But what's the

matter?"

"You will indeed?"

" 'Gad, I'll go myself and kick up the station-master.

What's the matter?"

" That if poor Mrs. Vavasour wishes to see her hus-

band alive, she must be here in four and twenty hours.

I'll tell you all presently
—

"

" Mary, my coat and comforter !
" cries Mark, jump-

ing up.

" And, Mary, a pen and ink, to write the message,^'

says Tom.
'' Oh ! cannot I be of any use ?" says Mary.

*' No, you angel!''

" You must not call me an angel, Mr. Thurnall. After

all, what can I do which you have not done already ?
"

Tom started. Grace had once used to him the very

same words. By the bye, what was it in the two

women which made them so like? Certainly, neither

,iace nor fortune. Something in the tones of their voices.

" Ah ! if Grace had Mary's fortune, or Mary Grace's

face !" thought Tom, as he hurried back to Elsley, and

Mark rushed down to the station.

Elsley was conscious when he returned, and only too

conscious. All night he screamed in agonies of rheu-

matic fever ; by the next afternoon he was failing fast

;

his heart was aflfected; and Tom knew that he might

die any hour.

The evening train brings two ladles, Valencia and
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Lucia. At the risk of her life, the poor faithful wife

has come.

A gentleman's carriage is waiting for them, though

they have ordered none ; and as they go through the

station-room, a plain little well-dressed body comes

humbly up to them

—

" Are either of these ladies Mrs. Vavasour?"

" Yes ! I !—I !—is he alive ?" gasps Lucia.

" Alive, and better ! and expecting you
—

"

" Better?—expecting me?" almost shrieks she, as

Valencia and Mary (for it is she) help her to the carriage.

Mary puts them in and turns away.

*' Are you not coming too?" asks Valencia, who is

puzzled.

*' No, thank you. Madam ; I am going to take a walk.

John, you know where to drive these ladies."

Little Mary does not think it necessary to say that

she, with her father's carriage, has been down to two

other afternoon trains, upon the chance of finding them.

But why is not Frank Headley with them, when he

is needed most? And why are Valencia's eyes more

red with weeping than even her sister's sorrow need

have made them ?

Because Frank Headley is rolling along in a French

railway, on his road to Marseilles, and to what Heaven

shall find for him to do.

Yes, he is gone Eastward Ho among the many ; will

he come Westward Ho again, among the few ?

VOL. III. p
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They are at tlie door of Elsley's lodgings now.

Tom Thiirnall meets them there, and bows them

upstairs silently. Lucia is so weak that she has to

cling to the banister a moment; and then, with a

strong shudder, the spirit conquers the flesh, and she

hurries up before them both.

It is a small low room—Valencia had expected that

:

but she liad expected, too, confusion and wretchedness

;

for a note from Major Campbell, ere he started, had

told her of the condition in which Elsley had been

found. Instead, she finds neatness—even gaiety; fresh

damask linen, comfortable furniture, a vase of hothouse

flowers, while the air is full of cool perfumes. No one

is likely to tell her that Mary has furnished all at Tom's

hint— "We must smarten up the place, for the poor

wife's sake. It will take something off the shock ; and

I want to avoid shocks for her."

So Tom had worked with his own hands that morning

;

arranging the room as carefully as any woman, with

that true doctor's forethought and consideration, which

often issues in the loftiest, because the most unconscious,

benevolence.

He paused at the door

—

" Will you go in?" whispered he to Valencia, in a

tone which meant—" you had better not."

*' Not yet—I dare say he is too weak."

Lucia darted in, and Tom shut the door behind her,

and waited at the stair-head. " Better,'' thought he,
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" to let the two poor creatures settle their own concerns.

It must end soon in any case."

Lucia rushed to the bed-side, drew back the curtains

—

"Tom!" moaned Elsley.

"Not Tom!—Lucia!"
" Lucia?—^Lucia St. Just?" answered he, in a low

abstracted voice, as if trying to recollect.

" Lucia Vavasour !—your Lucia !"

Elsley slowly raised himself upon his elbow, and

looked into her face with a sad inquiring gaze.

" Elsley— darling Elsley!—don't you know me?"
" Yes, very well indeed ; better than you know me.

I am not Vavasour at all. My name is Briggs—John

Briggs, the apothecary's son, come home to Whitbury

to die."

She did not hear, or did not care for those last words.

" Elsley ! I am your wife !—your own wife !—who

never loved any one but you—never, never, never!"

" Yes, my wife, at least !—Curse them, that they

cannot deny !" said he, in the same abstracted voice.

"Oh God! is he mad?" thought she. "Elsley,

speak to me !—I am your Lucia—your love
—

"

And she tore off her bonnet, and threw herself beside

him on the bed, and clasped him in her arms, mur-

muring—" Your wife ! who never loved any one but

you!"

Slowly his frozen heart and frozen brain melted

beneath the warmth of her great love : but he did not

p2
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speak : only he passed his weak arm round her neck ; and

she felt that his cheek was wet with tears, while she

murmured on, like a cooing dove, the same sweet words

again

—

" Call me your love once more, and I shall know

that all is past."

" Then call me no more Elsley, love!" whispered

he. " Call me John Briggs, and let us have done with

shams for ever."

" No
;
you are my Elsley—my Vavasour ! and I am

your wife once more !" and the poor thing fondled his

head as it lay upon the pillow. *' My own Elsley, to

whom I gave myself, body and soul ; for whom I would

die now,—oh, such a death !—any death I"

" How could I doubt you?—fool that I was !"

'^ No, it was all my fault. It was all my odious

temper! But we will be happy now, will we not?"

Elsley smiled sadly, and began babbling—Yes, they

would take a farm, and he would plough, and sow, and

be of some use before he died ;
" But promise me one

thing !
" cried he, with sudden strength.

"What?"
" That you will go home and burn all the poetry—all

tlie manuscripts, and never let the children write a verse

—a verse when I am dead ! " And his head sank back,

and his jaw dropped.

"He is dead!" cried the poor impulsive creature,

with a shriek which brought in Tom and Valencia.



THE BANKER AND HIS DAUGHTER. 213

"He is not dead, Madam : but you must be verj

gentle with liim, if we are to
—

"

Tom saw that there was little hope.

" I will do anything,—only save him !—save him !

Mr. Thurnall, till I have atoned for all."

** You have little enough to atone for, Madam," said

Tom, as he busied himself about the sufferer. He saw

that all would soon be over, and would have had Mrs.

Vavasour withdraw : but she was so really good a nurse,

as long as she could control herself, that, he could hardly

spare her.

So they sat together by the sick bed-side, as the short

hours passed into the long, and the long hours into the

short again, and the October dawn began to shine

through the shutterless window.

A weary eventless night it was, a night as of many

years, as worse and worse grew the weak frame ; and

Tom looked alternately at the heaving chest, and

shortening breath, and rattling throat, and then at the

pale still face of the lady.

" Better she should sit by (thought he) and watch

him till she is tired out. It will come on her the more

gently, after all. He will die at sunrise, as so many die."

At last he began gently feeling for Elsley's pulse. Her

eye caught his movement, and she half sprang up ; but

at a gesture from him she sank quietly on her knees,

holding her husband's hand in her own.

Elsley turned toward her once, ere the film of death
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had fallen, and looked lier full in the face, with lils

beautiful eyes full of love. Then the eyes paled and

faded ; but still they sought for her painfully long after

she had buried her head in the coverlet, unable to bear

the sight.

And so vanished away Elsley Vavasour, poet and

genius, into his own place.

*' Let us pray," said a deep voice from behind the

curtain : it was Mark Armsworth's. He had come over

with the first dawn to bring the ladies food ; had slipped

upstairs to ask what news, found the door open, and

entered in time to see the last gasp.

Lucia kept her head still buried ; and Tom, for the

first time for many a year, knelt, as the old banker com-

mended to God the soul of our dear brother just depart-

ing this life. Then Mark glided quietly down stairs,

and Valencia, rising, tried to lead Mrs. Vavasour away.

But then broke out in all its wild passion the Irish

temperament. Let us pass it over; why try to eani

a little credit by depicting the agony and the weakness

of a sister ?

At last Thurnall got her down stairs. Mark was

there still, having sent off for his carriage. He quietly

put her arm through his, led her off, worn out and unre-

sisting, drove her home, delivered her and Valencia into

Mary's keeping, and then asked Tom to stay and sit

with him.

" I hope I've no very bad conscience, boy ;—but
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Mary's busy ivitli the poor young thing—mere child

she is, too, to go through such a night ; and, somehow,

I don't like to be left alone, after such a sight as that
!"

* * * *

" Tom !" said Mark, as they sat smoking in silence,

after breakfast, in the study. '' Tom !"

- Yes, Sir?"

'' That was an awful death-bed, Tom !

"

Tom was silent.

" I don^t mean that he died hard, as we say; but

so young, Tom. And I suppose poets' souls are worth

something, like other people's—perhaps more. I can't

understand 'em : but my Mary seems to, and people like

her, who think a poet the finest thing in the world. I

laugh at it all when I am jolly, and call it sentiment and

cant : but I believe that they are nearer heaven than I am

;

though I think they don't quite know where heaven is,

nor where" (with a wicked wink, in spite of the sadness

of his tone)—"where they themselves are either."

" I'll tell you, Sir. I have seen men enough die

—

we doctors are hardened to it : but I have seen unpro-

fessional deaths—men we didn't kill ourselves ; I have

seen men drowned, shot, hanged, run over, and worse

deaths than that. Sir, too";—and, somehow, I never felt

any death like that man's. Granted, he began by trying

to set the world right, when he hadn't yet set himself

right ; but wasn't it some credit to see that the world
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*' I don't know that. The world's a very good world."

^
" To you and me ; but there are men who have higher

notions than I of what this world ought to be ; and,

for aught I know, they are right. That Aberalva Curate,

Headley, had ; and so had Briggs, in his own way. I

thought him once only a poor discontented devil, who

quarrelled with his bread and butter because he hadn't

teeth to eat it with : but there was more in the fellow,

coxcomb as he was. 'Tisn't often that I let that croaking

old bogy, Madam ^Might-have-been, trouble me ; but

I cannot help thinking that if, fifteen years ago, I had

listened to his vapourings more, and bullied him about

them less, he might have been here still."

" You wouldn't have been then. Well for you that

you didn't catch his fever.''

" And write verses too ? Don't make me laugh, Sir,

on such a day as this ; I always comfort myself with

—
' it's no business of mine :' but, somehow, I can't do so

just now." And Tom sat silent, more softened than

he had been for years.

" Let's talk of something else," said Mark at last.

** You had the cholera very bad down there, I hear ?
"

" Oh, sharp, but short," said Tom, who disliked

any subject which brought Grace to his mind.

" Any on my lord's estate with the queer name ?"

** Not a case. We stopped the devil out there, thanks

to his lordship."

" So did we here. We were very near in for it,
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though, I fancy.—At least, I chose to fancy so—thouglit

it a good opportunity to clean Whitbury once for all."

" It's just like you. Well?"

" Well, I offered the Town-council to drain the

whole town at my own expense, if they'd let me have

the sewage. And that only made things worse; for

as soon as the beggars found out the sewage was worth

anything, they were down on me, as if I wanted to do

them—I, Mark Armsworth !—and would sooner let half

the town rot w^ith an epidemic, than have reason to fancy

I'd made any money out of them. So a pretty light

I had, for half-a-dozen meetings, till I called in my
lord ; and. Sir, he came down by the next express, like

a trump, all the way from town, and gave them such a

piece of his mind—was going to have the Board of

Health down, and turn on the Government tap, com-

missioners and all, and cost 'em hundreds : till the fellows

shook in their shoes ;—and so I conquered, and here we

are, as clean as a nut,—and a fig for the cholera !—except

down in Water Lane, which I donH know what to do

with ; for if tradesmen will run up houses on spec in

a water-meadow, w4io can stop them ? There ought to

be a law for it, say I ; but I say a good many things

in the twelve months that nobody minds. But, my dear

boy, if one man in a town has pluck and money, he may

do it. It'll cost him a few ; I've had to pay the main

part myself, after all: but I suppose God will make it up

to a man somehow. That's old Mark's faith, at least.
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Now I want to talk to jou about yourself. My lord

comes into town to-day, and you must see Mm."
*' Why, then ? He can't help me with the Bashi-

bazouks, can he?"
" Bashi-fiddles ! I say, Tom, the more I think over it,

the more it won 't do. It's throwing yourself away. They

say that Turkish contingent is getting on terribly ill."

" More need of me to make them well."

"Hang it—I mean—hasn't justice done it, and so

on. The papers are full of it."

"Well,'' quoth Tom, " and why should it?"

" Why, man alive, if England spends all this money

on the men, she ought to do her duty by them."

" I don't see that. As Pecksniff says, ' If England

expects every man to do his duty, she 's very sanguine,

and will be much disappointed.' They don't intend to

do their duty by her, any more than I do ; so why
should she do her duty by them ?

"

" Don't intend to do your duty ?
"

"I'm going out because England's money is neces-

sary to me ; and England hires me because my skill is

necessary to her. I didn't think of duty when I settled

to go, and why should she ? I'll get all out of her I can

in the way of pay and practice, and she may get all she

can out of me in the way of work. As for being ill-

used, I never expect to be anything else in this life.

I'm sure I don't care ; and I'm sure she don't ;—so live

and let live ; talk plain truth, and leave Bunkum for
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right honourables who keep their places thereby. Give

me another weed."

" Queer old philosopher you are ; but go you shan't !
'^

" Go I will, Sir : donH stop me. I've my reasons,

and they're good ones enough."

The conversation was interrupted by the servant ;—
-.

Lord Minchampstead was waiting at Mr. Armsworth's

office.

" Early bird, his lordship, and gets the worm accord-

ingly,-'^ says Mark, as he hurries off to attend on his

ideal hero. " You come over to the shop in half-an-hour,

mind."

" But why ?
"

" Confound you, Sir ! you talk of having your rea-

sons : I have mine !

"

Mark looked quite cross ; so Tom gave way, and went

in due time to the bank.

Standing with his back to the fire in Mark's inner

room, he saw the old cotton prince.

"And a prince he looks like," quoth Tom to himself,

as he waited in the bank outside, and looked through

the glass screen. " How well the old man wears ! I

wonder how many ftesh thousands he has made since

I saw him last, seven years ago."

And a very noble person Lord Minchampstead did J>

look ; one to whom hats went off almost without their

owner's will ; tall and portly, with a soldier-like air of

dignity and command, which was relieved by the good-

nature of the countenance. Yet it was a good nature
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which would stand no trifling. The jaw was deep and

broad, though finely shaped ; the mouth firm set ; the

nose slightly aquiline; the brow of great depth and

height, though narrow ;—altogether a Julius Caesar's

type of head ; that of a man born to rule self, and

therefore to rule all he met.

Tom looked over his dress, not forgetting, like a true

Englishman, to mark what sort of boots he Avore. They

were boots not quite fashionable, but carefully cleaned

on trees; trousers strapped tightly over them, which

had adopted the military stripe, but retained the slit at

the ancle which was in vogue forty years ago ; frock

coat with a velvet collar, buttoned up, but not too far

;

high and tight blue cravat below an immense shirt-

collar ; a certain care and richness of dress throughout,

but soberly behind the fashion : while the hat was a

very shabby and broken one, and the whip still more

shabby and broken ; all which indicated to Tom that

his lordship let his tailor and his valet dress him ; and

though not unaware that it behoved him to set out his

person as it deserved, was far too fine a gentleman to

trouble himself about looking fine.

Mark looks round, sees Tom, and calls him in.

*' Mr. Thurnall, I am glad to meet you, Sir. You did

me good service at Pentremochyn, and did it cheaply.

I was agreeably surprised, I confess, at receiving a bill

for four pounds seven and sixpence, where I expected

one of twenty or thirty."

*' I charged according to what my time was really
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worth there, my lord. I heartily wish it had heen

worth more."

" No doubt," says my lord, in the "blandest, but the

driest tone.

Some men would have, under a sense of Tom's

merits, sent him a cheque oiF-hand for five-and-twenty

pounds : but that is not Lord Minchampstead's way of

doing business. He had paid simply the sum asked

:

but he had set Tom down in his memory as a man whom
he could trust to do good work, and to do it cheaply ; and

now

—

" You are going to join the Turkish contingent?
"

" I am.''

" You know that part of the world well, I believe?
"

*' Intimately."

'' And the languages spoken there?
"

"By no means all. Russian and Tartar well;

Turkish tolerably ; with a smattering of two or three

Circassian dialects."

" Humph ! A fair list. Any Persian? "

*' Only a very few words."

" Humph ! If you can learn one language, I presume

you can learn another. Now, Mr. Thurnall, I have no

doubt that you will do your duty in the Turkish con-

tingent."

Tom bowed.

" But I must ask you if your resolution to join it is

fixed?"
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*' I only join it because I can get no other employ-

ment at the seat of war."

" Humph ! You wish to go then, in any case, to the

seat of war? "

"Certainly."

"No doubt you have sufficient reasons. . . . •

Armsworth, this puts the question in a new light."

• Tom looked round at Mark, and, behold, his face bore

a ludicrous mixture of anger and disappointment,and per-

plexity. He seemed to be trying to make signals to Tom,

and to be afraid of doing so openly before the gi-eat man.

" He is as wilful and foolish as a girl, my lord ; and

I've told him so."

"Everybody knows his own business best, Arms-

worth ; Mr. Thurnall, have you any fancy for the post

of Queen's messenger? "

" I should esteem myself only too happy as one."

" They are not to be obtained now as easily as they

were fifty years ago ; and are given, as you may know,

to a far higher class of men than they were formerly.

But I shall do my best to obtain you one, when an

opportunity offers."

Tom was beginning profusest thanks ; for was not his

fortune made ? but Lord Minchampstead stopped him

with an uplifted finger.

" And, meanwhile, there are foreign employments of

"which neither those who- bestow tliem, nor those who

accept them, are expected to talk much : but for which
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you, if I am rightly informed, would be especially

fitted."

Tom bowed ; and his face spoke a hundred assents.

" Very well ; if you will come over to Minchampstead

to-morrow, I will give you letters to friends of mine in

Town. I trust that they may give you a better oppor-

tunity than the Bashi-bazouks will, of displaying that

courage, address, and self-command, which, I understand,

you possess in so uncommon a degree. Good morning V
And forth the great man went.

Most opposite were the actions of the two whom he

had left behind him.

Tom dances about the room, hurrahing in a whisper

—

" My fortune's made ! The secret service ! Oh, what

bliss ! The thing I 've always longed for !

"

Mark dashes himself desperately back in his chair, and

shoots his angiy legs straight out, almost tripping upTom.
" You abominable ass ! You have done it with a

vengeance ! Why, he has been pumping me about you

this month! One word from you to say you'd have

stayed, and he was going to make you agent for all hig

Cornish property."

" Don't he wish he may get it ? Catch a fish climb-

ing trees ! Catch me staying at home when I can serve

my Queen and my country, and find a sphere for the

full development of my talents ! Oh, won't I be as wise

as a serpent? Won't I be complimented by * * "^

himself as his best lurcher, worth any ten needy Poles,

greedy Armenians, traitors, renegades, rag-tag and bob-
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tail ! I'll shave my head to-morrow, and buy me an

assortment of wigs of every hue !"

Take care, Tom Thurnall. After pride comes a fall

;

and he who digs a pit may fall into it himself. Has

this morning's death-bed given you no lesson that it is as

well not to cast ourselves down from where God has put

us, for whatsoever seemingly fine ends of ours, lest doing

so, we tempt our God once too often ?

Your father quoted that text to John Briggs, here,

many years ago. Might he not quote it now to you ?

True, not one word of murmuring, not even of regret, or

fear, has passed his good old lips about your self-willed

plan. He has such utter confidence in you, such utter

carelessness about himself, such utter faith in God, that

he can let you go without a sigh. But will you make

his courage an excuse for your own rashness ? Again,

beware ; after pride may come a fall.******
On the fourth day Elsley was buried. Mark and

Tom were the only mourners; Lucia and Valencia

stayed at Mark's house, to return next day under Tom's

care to Eaton Square.

The two mourners walked back sadly from the

church-yard. *' I shall put a stone over him, Tom. He
ought to rest quietly now ; for he had little rest enough

in this life

*' Now, I want to talk to you about something; when

I've taken off my hatband, that is ; for it would be hardly

lucky to mention such matters with a hatband on."
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Tom looked up wondering.

" Tell me about his wife, meanwhile. What made

him marry her ? Was she a pretty woman ?
'^

" Pretty enough, I believe, before she married : but

I hardly think he married her for her face."

*^ Of course not!" said the old man with emphasis;

" of course not ! Whatever faults he had, he'd be too

sensible for that. Don't you marry for a face, Tom ! I

didn't."

Tom opened his eyes at this last assertion; but

humbly expressed his intention of not falling into that

snare.

*' Ah ? you don't believe me : well, she was a beau-

tiful woman.—I'd like to see her fellow now in the

county !—and I won t deny I was proud of her. But she

had ten thousand pounds, Tom. And as for her looks,

why, if you '11 believe me, after we 'd been married three

months, I didn't know whether she had any looks or

not. What are you smiling at, you young rogue ?
"

" Eeport did say that one look of Mrs. Armsworth's, to

the last, would do more to manage Mr. Armsworth than

the opinions of the whole bench of bishops."

" Eeport 's a liar, and you're a puppy ! You don't

know yet whether it was a pleasant look, or a cross one,

lad. But still—^well, she was an angel, and kept old Mark

straiter than lie's ever been since : not that he's so very

bad, now. Though I sometimes think Mary's better

even than her mother. That girl's a good girl, Tom."

VOL. III. Q
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" Eeport agrees with you in tliat, at least."

" Fool if it didn't. And as for looks—^I can speak to

you as to my own son—Why handsome is, that hand-

some does."

" And that handsome has ; for you must honestly put

that into the account."

" You think so ? So do I ! Well then, Tom,"—and
here Mark was seized with a tendency to St. Yitus's

dance, and began overhauling every button on his coat,

twitching up his black gloves, till (as undertakers'

gloves are generally meant to do) they burst in half-

a-dozen places; taking off his hat, wiping his head

fiercely, and putting the hat on again behind before

;

till at last he snatched his arm from Tom^s, and griping

him by the shoulder, recommenced

—

" You think so, eh ? Well, I must say it, so I'd better

have it out now, hatband or none ! What do you think

of the man who married my daughter, face and all ? ''

" I should think," quoth Tom, wondering who the

happy man could be, "that he would be so lucky in

possessing such a heart, that he would be a fool to care

about the face."

" Then be as good as your word, and take her your-

self. I \q watched you this last week, and you '11 make

her a good husband. There, I have spoken ; let me hear

no more about it.''

And Mark half pushed Tom from him, and puffed ou

by his side, highly excited.
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If Mark had knocked tlie young Doctor down, lie

would have been far less astonished, and far less puzzled

too. " Well,'' thought he, "I fancied nothing could

throw mj steady old engine off the rails; but I

am off them now, with a vengeance." What to say he

knew not ; at last

—

" It is just like your generosity. Sir
;
you have been

a brother to my father; and now—

"

" And now I'll be a father to you ! Old Mark does

nothing by halves."

" But, Sir, however lucky I should be in possessing

Miss Armsworth's heart, what reason have I to suppose

that I do so ? I never spoke a word to her. I needn't

say that she never did to me—which—''

" Of course she didn't, and of course you didn't.

Should like to have seen you making love to my
daughter, indeed ! No, Sir ; it's my will and pleasure.

I 've settled it, and done it shall be ! I shall go home

and tell Mary, and she'll obey me—I should like to see

her do anything else ! Hoity toity, fathers must b&

masters, Sir ! even in these fly-away new times, when

young ones choose their own husbands, and their own

politics, and their own hounds, and their own religion

too, and be hanged to them !

"

What did this unaccustomed bit of bluster mean ? for

unaccustomed it was ; and Tom knew well that Marj
Armsworth had her own way, and managed her father

5is completely as he managed Whitbury^

Q2
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/
*' Humph ! It is impossible ; and yet it must be.

This explains liis being so anxious that Lord Minchamp-

stead should approve of me. I have found favour in the

poor dear thing's eyes, I suppose ; and the good old

fellow knows it, and won't betray her, and so shams

tyrant. Just like him !
" But—that Mary Armsworth

should care for him ! Vain fellow that he was to fancy

it ! And yet, when he began to put things together,

little silences, little looks, little nothings, which all

together might make something. He would not slander

her to himself by supposing that her attentions to his

father were paid for his sake : but he could not forget

that it was she, always, who read his letters aloud to the

old man : or that she had taken home and copied out

the story of his shipwreck. Beside, it was the only

method of explaining Mark's conduct, save on the sup-

position that he had suddenly been "changed by the

fairies " in his old age, instead of in the cradle, as usual.

It was a terrible temptation; and to no man more

than to Thomas Thurnall. He was no boy, to hanker

after mere animal beauty ; he had no delicate visions or

lofty aspirations ; and he knew (no man better) the plain

English of fifty thousand pounds, and Mark Armsworth's

daughter—a good house, a good consulting practice (for

he would take his M.D. of course), a good station in

the county, a good clarence with a good pair of horses,

good plate, a good dinner witli good company tliereat

;

and, over and above all, his father to live with him;
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and with Marj, whom he loved as a daughter, in

luxury and peace to his life's end.—Why it was all that

he had ever dreamed of, three times more than he ever

hoped to gain!—Not to mention (for how oddly little

dreams of selfish pleasure slip in at such moments !)

—

that he would buy such a Eoss's microscope ! and keep

such a horse for a sly by-day with the Whitford Priors !

Oh, to see once again a fox break from Coldharbour gorse

!

And then rose up before his imagination those droop-

ing steadfast eyes; and Grace Harvey, the suspected,

the despised, seemed to look through and through his

inmost soul, as through a home which belonged of right

to her, and w^here no other woman must dwell, or could

dwell ; for she was there ; and he knew it; and knew that,

even if he never married till his dying day, he should

sell his soul by marrying any one but her. " And why
should I not sell my soul?" asked he, almost fiercely.

" I sell my talents, my time, my strength ; I'd sell my
life to-morrow, and go to be shot for a shilling a day, if

it would make the old man comfortable for life ; and

why not my soul too? Don't that belong to me as

much as any other part of me ? Why am I to be con-

demned to sacrifice my prospects in life to a girl of

whose honesty I am not even sure ? What is this into-

lerable fascination ? Witch ! I almost believe in mes-

merism, now !—Again, I say, why should I not sell my
soul, as I'd sell my coat, if the bargain's but a good one ?

"

And if he did, who would ever know ?—Not even
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Grace herself. The secret was his, and no one's else's.

Or if they did know, what matter? Dozens of men

sell their sonls every year, and thrive thereon : trades-

men, lawyers, squires, popular preachers, great noble-

men, kings and princes. He would be in good com-

pany, at all events: and while so many live in glass

houses, who dare throw stones ?

But then, curiously enough, there came over him a

vague dread of possible evil, such as he had never felt

before. He had been trying for years to raise himself

above the power of fortune ; and he had succeeded ill

enough : but he had never lost heart. Eobbed, ship-

wrecked, lost in deserts, cheated at cards, shot in revo-

lutions, begging his bread, he had always been the same

unconquerable light-hearted Tom, whose motto was,

'' Fall light, and don't whimper : better luck next

round." But now, what if he played his last court-card,

and Fortune, out of her close-hidden hand, laid do^vn

a trump thereon with quiet sneering smile? And she

would ! He knew, somehow, that he should not thrive.

His children would die of the measles, his horses break

their knees, his plate be stolen, his house catch fire, and

Mark Armsworth die insolvent. What a fool he was,

to fancy such nonsense ! Here he had been slaving all

his life to keep his father : and now he could keep him
;

why, he would be justified, right, a good son, in doing the

thing. How hard, how unjust of those upper Powers

in which he believed so vaguely, to forbid his doing it

!
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And how did lie know tliat they forbid him ? That

is too deep a question to be analyzed here : but this

thing is noteworthy, that there came next over Tom's

mind a stranger feeling still— a fancy that if he did this

thing, and sold his soul, he could not answer for himself

thenceforth on the score of merest respectability ;—could

not answer for himself not to drink, gamble, squander

his money, neglect his father, prove unfaithful to his

wife ; that the innate capacity for blackguardism, which

was as strong in him as in any man, might, and

probably would, run utterly riot thenceforth. He felt as

if he should cast away his last anchor, and drift help-

lessly down into utter shame and ruin. It may have

been very fanciful: but so he felt; and felt it so

strongly too, that in less time than I have taken to

write this he had turned to Mark Armsworth :

—

" Sir, you are what I have always found you. Do
you wish me to be what you have always found me ?"

" I' d be sorry to see you anything else, boy."

" Then, Sir, I can't do this. In honour, I can't."

" Are you married already ?" thundered Mark.

" Not quite as bad as that ;" and in spite of his agita-

tion Tom laughed, but hysterically, at the notion.

" But fool I am ; for I am in love with another woman.

I am. Sir,'' went he on hurriedly. .

" Boy that I am

!

and she don't even know it : but if you be the man I

take you for, you may be angry with me, but you'll

understand me. Anything but be a rogue to you and
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to Mary, and to my own self too. Fool I '11 be, but

rogue I won't!

"

Mark strode on in silence, frightfully red in the face

for full five minutes. Then he turned sharply on

Tom, and catching him by the shoulder, thrust him

from him.

*' There, —go ! and don't let me see or hear of you
;

—that is, till I tell you ! Go along, I say ! Hum-
hum !" (in a tone half of wrath, and half of triumph),

*' his father's child ! If you will ruin yourself, I can't

help it."

" Nor I, Sir," said Tom, in a really piteous tone,

bemoaning the day he ever saw Aberalva, as he watched

Mark stride into his own gate. "If I had but had

common luck ! If I had but brought my £1,500 safe

home here, and never seen Grace, and married this girl

out of hand ! Common luck is all I ask, and I never

get it!"

And Tom went home sulkier than a bear: but he

did not let his father find out his trouble. It was his

last evening with the old man. To-morrow he must go

to London, and then—to scramble and twist about the

world again till he died? "Well, why not? A man

must die somehow: but it's hard on the poor old

father," said Tom.

As Tom was packing his scanty carpet bag next

morning, there was a knock at the door. He looked out,

and saw Arrasworth's clerk. What could that mean ?
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Had the old man determined to avenge the slight, and

to do so on his father, by claiming some old debt ? There

might be many between him and the doctor. And Tom's

heart beat fast, as Jane put a letter into his hand,

" No answer, Sir, the clerk says."

Tom opened it, and turned over the contents more

than once ere he could believe his own eyes.

It was neither more nor less than a cheque on Mark's

London banker for just five hundred pounds.

A half-sheet was wrapped round it, on which were

written these words :

—

*' To Thomas Thurnall, Esquire, for behaving like a

gentleman. The cheque will be duly honoured at

Messrs. Smith, Brown, and Jones, Lombard Street. No
acknowledgment is to be sent. Don't tell your father.

" Mark Armsworth."

" Queer old world it is
!

" said Tom, when the first

burst of childish delight was over. "And jolly old

flirt, dame Fortune, after all ! If I had written this in

a book now, who'd have believed it?"

" Father," said he, as he kissed the old man farewell,

" I've a little money come in. I '11 send you fifty from

London in a day or two, and lodge a hundred and fifty

more with Smith and Co. So you '11 be quite in clover

while I am poisoning the Turkeys, or at some better

work."

The old man thanked God for his good son, and
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only hoped that he was not straitening himself to buy

luxuries for a useless old fellow.

Another sacred kiss on that white head, and Tom
was away for London, with a fuller purse, and a more

self-contented heart too, than he had known for many

a year.

And Elsley was left behind, under the grey church

spire, sleeping with his fathers, and vexing his soul with

poetry no more. Mark has covered him now with a

fair Portland slab. He took Claude Mellot to it this

winter before church time, and stood over it long

with a puzzled look, as if dimly discovering that there

were more things in heaven and earth than were

dreamed of in his philosophy.

"Wonderful fellow he was, after all! Mary shall

read us out some of his verses to-night. But, I say,

why should people be born clever, only to make them

all the more miserable ?"

"Perhaps they learn the more, papa, by their sor-

rows,^^ said quiet little Mary; "and so they are the

gainers after all."

And none of them having any better answer to give,

they all three went into the church, to see if one could

be found there.

And so Tom Thurnall, too, went Eastward-Ho, to

take, like all the rest, what God might send.
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And how was poor Grace Harvey prospering the

while ? Wliile comfortahle folks were praising her, at

their leisure, as a heroine, Grace Harvey was learning, so

she opined, by fearful lessons, how much of the unheroic

element was still left in her. The first lesson had come just

a week after the yacht sailed for Port Madoc, when the

cholera had all but subsided ; and it came in this wise.

Before breakfast one morning she had to go up to

Heale's shop for some cordial. Her mother had passed,

so she said, a sleepless night, and come down stairs

nervous and without appetite, oppressed with melan-

choly, both in the spiritual and the physical sense of the

word. It was often so with her now. She had escaped

the cholera. The remoteness of her house; her care

never to enter the town ; the purity of the water, which

trickled always fresh from tlie cliff close by ; and last.
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but not least, the scrupulous cleanliness whlcli (to do

her justice) she had always observed, and in which she

had trained up Grace,—all these had kept her safe.

But Grace could, see that her dread of the cholera was

intense. She even tried at first to prevent Grace from

entering an infected house ; but that proposal was

answered by a look of horror which shamed her into

silence, and she contented herself with all but taboo-

ing Grace; making her change her clothes whenever

she came in ; refusing to sit with her, almost to eat

with her. But, over and above all this, she had grown

moody, peevish, subject to violent bursts of crying, fits

of superstitious depression; spent, sometimes, whole

days in reading experimental books, arguing with the

preachers, gadding to and fro to every sermon, Arminian

or Calvinist ; and at last even to Church—walking in

dry places, poor soul ; seeking rest, and finding none.

All this betokened some malady of the mind, rather

than of the body ; but what that malady was, Grace

dare not even try to guess. Perhaps it was one of the

fits of religious melancholy so common in the West

country—like her own, in fact
;
perhaps it was all

"nerves." Her mother was growing old, and had a

great deal of business to wony her ; and so Grace

thrust away the horrible suspicion by little self-

deceptions.

She went into the shop. Tom was busy upon his

knees behind the counter. She made her request.
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*' Ah, Miss Harvey!" and lie sprang up. "It will

be a pleasure to serve you once more in one's life.

I am just going."

"Going where?"
*' To Turkey. I find this place too pleasant and

too poor. Not work enough, and certainly not pay

enough. So I have got an appointment as surgeon in

the Turkish contingent, and shall be off in an hour."

"Turkey! to the war?"

" Yes. It ^s a long time since I have seen any

fighting. I am quite out of practice in gunshot wounds.

There is the medicine. Good bye! You will shake

hands once, for the sake of our late cholera work

together?"

Grace held out her hand mechanically across the

counter, and he took it. But she did not look into his

face. Only she said, half to herself,

—

" Well, better so. I have no doubt you will be very

useful among them.^'

" Confound the icicle !
^' thought Tom. '* I really

believe that she wants to get rid of me." And he

would have withdrawn his hand in a pet : but she held

it still.

Quaint it was ; those two strong natures, each loving

the other better than anything else on earth, and yet

parted by the thinnest pane of ice, which a single look

would have melted. She longing to follow that man
over the wide world, slave for him, die for him; he
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longing for the least excuse for making a fool of him-

self, and crying, " Take me, as I take you, without

a penny, for better, for worse !
" If their eyes had but

met ! But they did not meet ; and the pane of ice kept

them asunder as surely as a wall of iron.

Was it that Tom was piqued at her seeming cold-

ness; or did he expect, before he made any advances,

that she should show that she wished at least for his

respect, by saying something to clear up the ugly

question which lay between them? Or was he, as I

suspect, so ready to melt, and make a fool of himself,

that he must needs harden his own heart by help of the

devil himself? And yet there are excuses for him. It

would have been a sore trial to any man^s temper to

quit Aberalva in the belief that he left fifteen hundred

pounds behind him. Be that as it may, he said care-

lessly, after a moment's pause,

—

" Well, farewell ! And, by the bye, about that little

money matter. The month of which you spoke once

was up yesterday. I suppose I am not worthy yet ; so

I shall be humble, and wait patiently. Don't hurry

yourself, I beg you, on my account."

She snatched her hand from his without a word, and

rushed out of the shop.

He returned to his packing, whistling away as sin-ill

as any blackbird.

Little did he think that Grace's heart was bursting,

as she hurried down the street, covering her face in her
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veil, as if every one would espy her dark secret in her

countenance.

But she did not go home to hysterics and vain tears.

An awM purpose had arisen in her mind, under the pres-

sure of that great agony. Heavens, how she loved that

man ! To be suspected by him was torture. But she

could bear that. It was her cross; she could carry

it, lie down on it, and endure : but wrong him she could

not—would not! It was sinful enough while he was

there ; but doubly, unbearably sinful, when he was

going to a foreign country, when he would need every

farthing he had. So not for her own sake, but for his,

she spoke to her mother when she went home, and found

her sitting over her Bible in the little parlour, vainly

trying to find a text which suited her distemper.

" Mother, you have the Bible before you there."

" Yes, child! Why? What?" asked she, looking

up uneasily.

Grace fixed her eyes on the ground. She could not

look her mother in the face.

" Do you ever read the thirty-second Psalm, mother ?
'*

"Which? Why not, child?"

" Let us read it together then, now."

And Grace, taking up her own Bible, sat quietly

down and read, as none in that parish save she could

read

:

" Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven, and

whose sin is covered.



240 TOO LATE.

" Blessed is tlie man unto whom tlie Lord imputetli

not iniquity, and in whose spirit there is no guile.

" When I kept silence, my bones waxed old, through

my groaning all the day long.

" For day and night Thy hand was heavy upon me

;

my moisture is turned to the drought of summer.

" I acknowledged my sin unto Thee, and mine

iniquity have I not hid.

" I said, I will confess my transgressions unto the

Lord; and Thou forgavest the iniquity of my sin."

Grace stopped, choked with tears which the pathos

of her own voice had called up. She looked at her

mother. There were no tears in her eyes : only a dull

thwart look of terror and suspicion. The shaft,

however bravely and cunningly sped, had missed its

mark.

Poor Grace ! Her usual eloquence utterly failed her,

as most things do in which one is wont to trust, before

the pressure of a real and horrible evil. She had no heart

to make fine sentences, to preach a brilliant sermon of

common-places. What could she say that her mother

had not known long before she was born? And

throwing herself on her knees at her mother's feet, she

grasped both her hands and looked into her face implor-

ingly,—" Mother! mother! mother!" was all that she

could say : but their tone meant more than all words.

—

Eeproof, counsel, comfort, utter tenderness, an under-

current of clear deep trust, bubbling up from beneath all
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passing suspicions, however dark and foul, were in it

:

but thej were vain.

Baser terror, the parent of baser suspicion, bad

hardened that woman's heart for the while ; and all she

answered was,

—

" Get up ! What is this foolery ?
"

" I will not ! I will not rise till you have told me."

''What?''

" Whether"—and she forced the words slowly out

in a low whisper, " whether you know—anything of—of

Mr. Thumall's money—his belt?"

"Is the girl mad? Belt? Money? Do you take

me for a thief, wench ?
"

*' No ! no ! no ! Only say you—you know nothing

of it!"

" Psha ! girl ! Go to your school :
" and the old woman

tried to rise.

" Only say that ! only let me know that it is a dream

—a hideous dream which the devil put into my wicked,

wicked heart—and let me know that I am the basest,

meanest of daughters for harbouring such a thought a

moment ! It will be comfort, bliss, to what I endure !

Only say that, and I will crawl to your feet, and beg

for your forgiveness,—ask you to beat me, like a child,

as I shall deserve! Drive me out, if you will, and

let me die, as I shall deserve ! Only say the word,

and take this fire from before my eyes, which burns

day and night, day and night,—till my brain is

A'OL. III. R
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dried up with misery and sliame ! Mother, mother,

speak
!

"

But then burst out the horrible suspicion, which

falsehood, suspecting all others of being false as itself,

had engendered in that mother's heart.

" Yes, viper ! I see your plan ! Do you think I do not

know that you are in love with that fellow?

"

Grace started as if she had been shot, and covered her

face with her hands.

*' Yes ! and want me to betray myself—to tell a lie

about myself, that you may curry favour with him—

a

penniless, unbelieving
—

"

" Mother," almost shrieked Grace, " I can bear no

more! Say that it is a lie, and then kill me if you

will
!

"

"It is a lie, from beginning to end! What else

should it be?" And the woman, in the hurry of her

passion, confirmed the equivocation with an oath ; and

then ran on, as if to turn her own thoughts, as well as

Grace's, into commonplaces about " a poor old mother

who cares for nothing but you ; who has worked her

fingers to the bone for years to leave you a little money

when she is gone ! I wish I were gone ! I wish I were

out of this wretched ungrateful world, I do ! To have

my own child turn against me in my old age
!"

Grace lifted her hands from her face, and looked

steadfastly at her mother. And behold, she knew not

how or why, she felt that her mother had forsworn her-
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self. A strong studder passed through her; she rose

and was leaving the room in silence.

" Where are you going, hussy? Stop!" screamed

her mother between her teeth, her rage and cruelty

rising, as it will with weak natures, in the very act of

triumph,—" to your young man? "

" To pray," said Grace quietly ; and locking herself

into the empty schoolroom, gave vent to all her feelings,

but not in tears.

How she upbraided herself !—She had not used her

strength ; she had not told her mother all her heart. And
yet how could she tell her heart ? How face her mother

with such vague suspicions, hardly supported by a single

fact ? How argue it out against her like a lawyer, and

convict her to her face ? What daughter could do that,

who had human love and reverence left in her ? No ! to

touch her inward witness, as the Quakers well and truly

term it, was the only method ; and it had failed. " God
help me !

" was her only cry : but the help did not come

yet ; there came over her instead a feeling of utter loneli-

ness. W^illis dead ; Thurnall gone ; her mother estranged;

and, like a child lost upon a great moor, she looked

round all heaven and earth, and there was none to

counsel, none to guide—perhaps not even God. For

would He help her as long as she lived in sin ? And
was she not living in sin, deadly sin, as long as she knew

what she was sure she knew, and left the wrong

unrighted.

e2
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It is sometimes true, the popular saying, that sunshine

comes after storm. Sometimes true, or who could live?

but not always: not even often. Equally true is the

popular antithet, that misfortunes never come single
;

that in most human lives there are periods of trouble,

blow following blow, wave following wave, from opposite

and unexpected quarters, with no natural or logical

sequence, till all God's billows have gone over the soul.

How paltry and helpless in such dark times are all

theories of mere self-education ; all proud attempts, like

that of Gothe's Wilhelm Meister, to hang self-poised

in the centre of the abyss, and there organize for oneself a

character by means of circumstances. Easy enough and

graceful enough does that dream look, while all the

circumstances themselves—all which stands around—
are easy and graceful, obliging and commonplace, like

the sphere of petty experiences with which Gothe

surrounds his insipid hero. Easy enough it seems

for a man to educate himself without God, as long as he

lies comfortably on a sofa, with a cup of coffee and a

review : but what if that " daemonic element of the uni-

verse," which Gothe confessed, and yet in his luxurious-

ness tried to ignore, because he could not explain—what

if that broke forth over the graceful and prosperous

student, as it may any moment ? What if some thing, or

some person, or many things, or many persons, one after

the other (questions which lie must get answered then, or

die), took him up and dashed him down, again, and again,
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and again, till lie was readj to ciy, " I reckoned till

morning that like a lion lie will break all my bones

;

from morning till evening he will make an end of me?"

What if he thus found himself hurled perforce amid the

real universal experiences of humanity ; and made free,

in spite of himself, by doubt and fear and horror of

great darkness, of the brotherhood of woe, common alike

to the simplest peasant-woman, and to every great soul

perhaps, who has left his impress and sign manual

upon the hearts of after generations ? Jew, Heathen, or

Christian ; men of the most opposite creeds and aims

;

whether it be Moses or Socrates, Isaiah or Epictetus,

Augustine or Mohammed, Dante or Bernard, Shakspeare

or Bacon, or Gothe's self, no doubt, though in his tre-

mendous pride he would not confess it even to himself,

—

each and all of them have this one fact in common

—

that once in their lives, at least, they have gone down

into the bottomless pit, and " stato all' inferno "—as the

children used truly to say of Dante ; and there, out of

the utter darkness, have asked the question of all

questions—" Is there a God? And if there be, what is

He doing with me?"

What refuge then in self-education ; when a man
feels himself powerless in the gripe of some unseen and

inevitable power, and knows not whether "^it be chance,

or necessity, or a devomdng fiend? To wrap himself

sternly in himself, and cry, "I will endure, though

all the universe be against me !"—how fine it sounds !

—
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But who has done it ? Could a man do it perfectly "but

for one moment,—could he absolutely and utterly for

one moment isolate himself, and accept his own isolation

/ as a fact, he were then and there a madman or a

suicide. As it is, his nature, happily too weak for that

desperate self-assertion, falls back recklessly on some

form, more or less graceful according to the tempera-

ment of the ancient panacea, '' Let us eat and drink, for

to-morrow we die." Why should a man educate self, when

he knows not whither he goes, what will befall him to-

night? No. There is but one escape, one chink through

which we may see light, one rock on which our feet may
find standing-place, even in the abyss : and that is the

belief, intuitive, inspired, due neither to reasoning nor

•^ to study, that the billows are God's billows ; and that

^ though we go down to hell. He is there also ;—the

V belief that not w^e, but He, is educating us ; that these

seemingly fantastic and incoherent miseries, storm

<v following earthquake, and earthquake fire, as if the

caprice of all the demons were let loose against us, have

in His Mind a spiritual coherence, an organic unity and

purpose (though we see it not) ; that sorrows do not

come singly, only because He is making short work with

our spirits; and because the more efifect He sees pro-

duced by one^blow, the more swiftly He follows it up by

another ; till, in one great and varied crisis, seemingly

long to us, but short enough compared with immor-

tality, our spirits may be

—
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" Heated hot with burning fears,

And bathed in baths of hissing tears,

And battered with the strokes of doom.

To shape and use."

And tliTis, perhaps, it was with poor Grace Harvey.

At least, happily for her, she began after a while to

think that it was so. Only after a while, though.

There was at first a phase of repining, of doubt, almost

of indignation against high heaven. Who shall judge

her ? What blame if the crucified one writhe when the

first nail is driven ? What blame if the stoutest turn .

sick and giddy at the first home-thrust of that sword

which pierces the joints and marrow, and lays bare to

self the secrets of the heart? God gives poor souls

time to recover their breaths, ere He strike again ; and

if He be not angry, why should we condemn?

Poor Grace ! Her sorrows had been thickening fast

during the last few months. She was schoolmistress

again, true ; but where were her children ? Those of

them whom she loved best, were swept away by the

cholera; and could she face the remnant, each in

mourning for a parent or a brother ? That alone was

grief enough for her ; and yet that was the lightest of

all her griefs. She loved Tom Thurnall—how much

she dared not tell herself; she longed to " save

"

him. She had thought, and not untruly, during

the past cholera weeks, that he was softened, opened

to new impressions: but he had avoided her more

than ever—perhaps suspected her again more than
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r ever—and now he was gone, gone for ever. That,

too, was grief enougli alone. But darkest and deepest

of all, darker and deeper tlian the past shame of

being suspected by him she loved, was the shame

of suspecting her own mother,—of believing herself, as

she did, privy to that shameful theft, and yet unable

to make restitution. There was the horror of all

horrors, the close prison which seemed to stifle her whole

soul. The only chink through which a breath of

air seemed to come, and keep her heart alive, was the

hope that some how, some where, she might find that

belt, and restore it without her mother's knowledge.

But more—the first of September was come and gone

;

the bill for five-and-twenty pounds was due, and was not

met. Grace, choking down her honest pride, went off

to the grocer, and with tears which he could not resist,

had persuaded him to renew the bill for one month

more ; and now that month was all but past, and yet

there was no money. Eight or ten people who owed

Mrs. Harvey money had died of the cholera. Some, ot

course, had left no effects ; and all hope of their work-

ing out their debts was gone. Some had left money

behind them: but it was still in the la^vyer's hands,

some of it at sea, some on mortgage, some in houses

which must be sold; till their affairs were wound up

— (a sadly slow affair when a country attorney has a

poor man's unprofitable business to transact)—nothing

could come in to Mrs. Harvey. To and fro she went
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witli knitted brow and heavy heart ; and brought home

again only promises, as she had done a hmidred times

before. One day she went up to Mrs. Heale. Old

Heale owed her thirteen pounds and more : but that

was .not the least reason for paying. His cholera

patients had not paid him; and whether Heale had

the money by him or not, he was not going to pay his

debts till other people paid theirs. Mrs. Harvey

stormed ; Mrs. Heale gave her as good as she brought

;

and Mrs. Harvey threatened to County Court her hus-

band ; whereon Mrs. Heale, en revanche, dragged out the

books, and displayed to the poor widow's horror-struck

eyes an account for medicine and attendance, on her and

Grace, which nearly swallowed up the debt. Poor

Grace was overwhelmed when her mother came home

and upbraided her, in her despair, with being a burden.

Was she not a burden ? Must she not be one hence-

forth? No, she would take in needle-work, labour in

the fields, heave ballast among the coarse pauper-girls

in the quay-pool, anything rather: but how to meet

the present difficulty?

" We must sell our furniture, mother !

"

" For a quarter of what it's worth ? Never, girl

!

No! The Lord will provide," said she, between her

clenched teeth, with a sort of hysteric chuckle. *' The

Lord will provide !

"

'* 1 believe it; I believe it," said poor Grace; '' but

faith is weak, and the day is very dark, mother."
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" Dark, ay ? And may be darker, yet ; but the Lord

will provide. He prepares a table in the wilderness for

his saints that the world don't think of."

" Oh, mother ! and do you think there is any door of

hope?"

''Go to bed, girl
;
go to bed, and leave me to see to

that. Find my spectacles. Wherever have you laid

them to, now? I '11 look over the books awhile."

" Do let me go over them for you."

" No, you shan't ! I suppose you'll be wanting to

make out your poor old mother's been cheating some-

body. Why not, if I'm a thief, Miss, eh?
"

" Oh, mother ! mother ! don't say that again."

And Grace glided out meekly to her own chamber,

which was on the ground-floor adjoining the parlour,

and there spent more than one hour in prayer, from

which no present comfort seemed to come; yet who

shall say that it was all unanswered ?

At last her mother came upstairs, and put her head

in, angrily:—"Why ben^t you in bed, girl? sitting up

this way?"
" I was praying, mother," says Grace, looking up as

she knelt.

" Praying! What's the use of praying? and who'll

hear you if you pray ? What you want 's a husband, to

keep you out of the workhouse ; and you won't get

that by kneeling here. Get to bed, I say, or I '11 pull

you up !

"
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Grace obeyed uncomplaining, "but utterly shocked;

though she was not unacquainted with those frightful

fits of morose unbelief, even of fierce blasphemy, to

which the excitable West country mind is liable, after

having been over-strained by superstitious self-inspec-

tion, and by the desperate attempt to prove itself right

and safe from frames and feelings, while fact and con-

science proclaims it wrong.

The West country people are apt to attribute these

paroxysms to the possession of a devil; and so did

Grace that night.

Trembling with terror and loving pity, she lay down,

and began to pray afresh for that poor wild mother.

At last the fear crossed her that her mother might

make away with herself. But a few years before,

another class-leader in Aberalva had attempted to do

so, and had all but succeeded. The thought was intole-

rable. She must go to her ; face reproaches, blows,

anything. She rose from her bed, and went to the

door. It was fastened on the outside.

A cold perspiration stood on her forehead. She

opened her lips to shriek to her mother : but checked

herself when she heard her stirring gently in the outer

room. Her pulses throbbed too loudly at first for her

to hear distinctly : but she felt that it was no moment

for giving way to emotion ; by a strong effort of will,

she conquered herself ; and then, with that preternatural

acuteness of sense which some women possess, she could
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hear everything her mother was doing. She heard her

put on her shawl, her bonnet ; she heard her open the

front door gently. It was now long past midnight.

"Whither could she be going at that hour ?

She heard her go gently to the left, past the window

;

and jet her footfall was all but inaudible. No rain had

fallen, and her shoes ought to have sounded on the hard

earth. She must have taken them off. There, she was

stopping, just by the school-door. Now she moved again.

She must have stopped to put on her shoes ; for now

Grace could hear her steps distinctly, down the earth

bank, and over the rattling shingle of the beach. Where

was she going ? Grace must follow

!

The door was fast : but in a moment she had removed

the table, opened the shutter and the window.

" Thank God that I stayed here on the ground floor,

instead of going back to my own room when Major

Campbell left. It is a providence ! The Lord has not

forsaken me yet !
" said the sweet saint, as, catching up

her shawl, she wrapped it round her, and slipping

through the window, crouched under the shadow of the

house, and looked for her mother.

She was hurrying over the rocks, a hundred yards off.

Whither? To drown herself in the sea? No; she

held on along the mid-beach, right across the cove,

toward Arthur's Nose. But why ? Grace must know.

She felt, she knew not why, that this strange journey,

that wild " The Lord will provide," had to do with the
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subject of lier suspicion. Perhaps this was the crisis

;

perhaps all would be cleared up to-night, for joy or for

utter shame.

The tide was low ; the beach was bright in the western

moonlight : only along the cliff foot lay a strip of shadow

a quarter of a mile long, till the Nose, like a great black

wall, buried the corner of the cove in darkness.

Along that strip of shadow she ran, crouching ; now

stumbling over a boulder, now crushing her bare feet

between the sharp pebbles, as, heedless where she

stepped, she kept her eye fixed on her mother. As if

fascinated, she could see nothing else in heaven or earth'

but that dark figure, hurrying along with a dogged

determination, and then stopping a moment to look

round, as if in fear of a pursuer. And then Grace lay

down on the cold stones, and pressed herself into the

very earth ; and the moment her mother turned to go

forward, sprang up and followed.

And then a true woman's thought flashed across her,

and shaped itself into a prayer. For herself she never

thought : but if the Coast Guardsman above should see

her mother, stop her, question her ? God grant that he

might be on the other side of the point ! And she hurried

on again.

Near the Nose the rocks ran high and jagged ; her

mother held on to them, passed through a narrow chasm,

and disappeared.

Grace now, not fifty yards from her, darted out of the

shadow into the moonlight, and ran breathlessly toward
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the spot where she had seen her mother last. Like

Anderssen's little sea-maiden she went, every step on

sharp knives, across the rough beds of barnacles ; but she

felt no pain, in the greatness of her terror and her love.

She crouched between the rocks a moment ; heard her

mother slipping and splashing among the pools; and

glided after her like a ghost—a guardian angel rather

—

till she saw her emerge again for a moment into the

moonlight, upon a strip of beach beneath the Nose.

It was a weird and lonely spot ; and a dangerous spot

withal. For only at low spring-tide could it be reached

•from the land, and then the flood rose far up the cliff,

covering all the shingle, and filling the mouth of a dark

cavern. Had her mother gone to that cavern ? It was im-

possible to see, so utterly was the cliff shrouded in shadow.

Shivering with cold and excitement, Grace crouched

down, and gazed into the gloom, till her eyes swam, and

a hundred fantastic figures, and sparks of fire, seemed

to dance between her and the rock. Sparks of fire?

—

yes ; but that last one was no fancy. An actual flash

;

the crackle and sputter of a match ! What could it

mean? Another match was lighted; and a moment

after, the glare of a lanthom showed her her mother

entering beneath the polished arch of rock which glared

lurid overhead, like the gateway of the pit of fire.

The light vanished into the windings of the cave.

And then Grace, hardly knowing what she did, rushed

up the beach, and crouched down once more at the

cave's mouth. There she sat, she knew not how long,
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listeniDg, listening, like a hunted hare; her whole

faculties concentrated in the one sense of hearing ; her

eyes wandering vacantly over the black saws of rock,

and glistening oar-weed beds, and bright phosphoric

sea. Thank Heaven, there was not a ripple to break

the silence. Ah, what was that sound within? She

pressed her ear against the rock, to hear more surely.

A rumbling as of stones rolled down. And then,—was

it a fancy, or were her powers of hearing, intensified by

excitement, actually equal to discern the chink of coin ?

Who knows? but in another moment she had glided

in, swiftly, silently, holding her very breath ; and saw

her mother kneeling on the ground, the lanthom by her

side, and in her hand the long lost belt.

She did not speak, she did not move. She always

knew, in her heart of hearts, that so it was : but when

the sin took bodily shape, and was there before her

very eyes, it was too dreadful to speak of, to act

upon yet. And amid the most torturing horror and

disgust of that great sin, rose up in her the divinest

love for the sinner ; she felt—strange paradox—that she

had never loved her mother as she did at that moment.

" Oh, that it had been I who had done it, and not she!"

And her mother's sin was to her her own sin, her

mother's shame her shame, till all sense of her mother's

guilt vanished in the light of her divine love. " Oh,

that I could take her up tenderly, tell her that all is

forgiven and forgotten by man and God !—serve her as

I never have served her yet !—nurse her to sleep on my
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bosom, and tlien go forth and bear lier punishment, even

if need be on the gallows-tree !" And there she stood,

in a silent agony of tender pitj, drinking her portion of

the cup of Him who bore the sins of all the world.

Silently she stood ; and silently she turned to go, to

go home and pray for guidance in that dark labyrinth

of confused duties. Her mother heard the rustle ; looked

up ; and sprang to her feet with a scream, dropping gold

pieces on the ground.

Her first impulse was wild terror. She was discovered

;

by whom, she knew not. She clasped her evil treasure

to her bosom, and thrusting Grace against the rock, fled

wildly out.

*' Mother! Mother!" shrieked Grace, rushing after

her. The shawl fell from her shoulders. Her mother

looked back, and saw the white figure.

" God's angel ! God's angel, come to destroy me ! as

he came to Balaam! " and in the madness of her guilty

fancy she saw in Grace's hand the fiery sword which

was to smite her.

Another step, looking backward still, and she had

tripped over a stone. She fell, and striking the back of

her head against the rock, lay senseless.

Tenderly Grace lifted her up ; went for water to a

pool near by ; bathed her face, calling on her by every

term of endearment. Slowly the old woman recovered

her consciousness, but showed it only in moans. Her

head was cut and bleeding. Grace bound it up,

and then taking that fatal belt, bound it next to her
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own heart, never to be moved from thence till she should

put it into the hands of him to whom it belonged.

And then she lifted up her mother.

*' Come home, darling mother ;" and she tried to make

her stand and walk.

The old w^oman only moaned, and waved, her away

impatiently. Grace put her on her feet ; but she fell

again. The lower limbs seemed all but paralysed.

Slowly that sweet saint lifted her, and laid her on

her own back ; and slowly she bore her homeward, with

aching knees and bleeding feet ; while before her eyes

hung the picture of Him who bore his cross up Calvary,

till a solemn joy and pride in that sacred burden seemed

to intertwine itself with her deep misery. And fainting

every moment with pain and weakness, she still went

on, as if .by supernatural strength ; and murmured

—

" Thou didst bear more for me, and shall not I bear

even this for Thee?"

Surely, if blest spirits can weep and smile over the

woes and heroisms of us mortal men, faces brighter than

the stars looked down on that fair girl that night, and

in loving sympathy called her, too, blest.

At last it was over. Undiscovered she reached home,

laid her mother on the bed, and tended her till morning

:

but long ere morning dawned stupor had changed into

delirium, and Grace's ears were all on fire with words

—

which those who have ever heard will have no heart

to write.

YOL. III. S
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And now, by one of those strange vagaries, in which

epidemics so often indulge, appeared other symptoms

;

and by day-dawn cholera itself.

Heale, though recovering, was still too weak to be of

use : but, happily, the medical man sent down by the

Board of Health was still in the town.

Grace sent for him ; but he shook his head after the

first look. The wretched woman^s ravings at once

explained the case, and made it, in his eyes, all but

hopeless.

The sudden shock to body and mind, the sudden

prostration of strength, had brought out the disease

which she had dreaded so intensely, and against which

she had taken so many precautions, and which yet lay,

all the while, lurking unfelt in her system.

A hideous eight and forty hours followed. The

preachers and class-leaders came to pray over the dying

woman: but she screamed to Grace to send them

away. She had just sense enough left to dread that

she might betray her own shame. Would she have

the new clergyman then? No; she would have no

one;—no one could help her! Let her only die in

peace

!

And Grace closed the door upon all but the doctor,

who treated the wild sufferer's wild words as the mere

fancies of delirium ; and then Grace watched and

prayed, till she found herself a]one with the dead.

She wrote a letter to Thumall

—
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" SiE,—I have found your "belt, and all the money,

I believe and trust, which it contained. If you will be

so kind as to tell me where and how I shall send it to

you, you will take a heavy burden off the mind of

^' Your obedient humble Servant,

who trusts that you will forgive her having been unable

to fulfil her promise."

She addressed the letter to Whitbury; for thither

Tom had ordered his letters to be sent : but she received

no answer.

The day after Mrs. Harvey was buried, the sale of

all her effects was announced in Aberalva.

Grace received the proceeds, went round to all the

creditors, and paid them all which was due. She had

a few pounds left. What to do with that she knew full

well.

She showed no sign of sorrow : but she spoke rarely

to any one. A dead dull weight seemed to hang over

her. To preachers, class-leaders, gossips, who upbraided

her for not letting them see her mother, she replied by

silence. People thought her becoming idiotic.

The day after the last creditor was paid she packed

up her little box; hired a cart to take her to the

nearest coach; and vanished from Aberalva, without

bidding farewell to a human being, even to her school-

children.******
s2
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Vavasour had been buried more tlian a week. Mark

and Mary were sitting in the dining-room, Mark at his

port, and Mary at her work, when the footboy entered.

" Sir, there's a young woman wants to speak with

you."

*' Show her in, if she looks respectable," said Mark,

who had slippers on, and his feet on the fender, and was,

therefore, loth to move.

^' Oh, quite respectable. Sir, as ever I see ;" and the

lad ushered in a figure^ dressed and veiled in deep

black.

*' Well, Ma'am, sit down, pray ; and what can I do

for you?"
*' Can you tell me, Sir," answered a voice of extra-

ordinary sweetness and gentleness, very firm and

composed withal, *' if Mr. Thomas Thurnall is in

Whitbury?"
*' Thurnall ? He has sailed for the East a week ago.

May I ask your business with him ? Can I help you

in it?"

The black damsel paused so long, that both Mary and

her father felt uneasy, and a cloud passed over Mark's

brow.

*' Can the boy have been playing tricks ? " said he to

himself.

" Then, Sir, as I hear that you have influence, can you

get me a situation as one of the nurses who are going out

thither, so I hear?"
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" Get you a situation ? Yes, of course, if you are

competent."

" Thank you, Sir. Perhaps, if you could be so very

kind as to tell me to whom I am to apply in town ; for

I shall go thither to-night."

" My goodness !
" cried Mark. " Old Mark don't do

things in this ofF-hand, cold-blooded way. Let us know

who you are, my dear, and about Mr. Thurnall. Have

you anything against him ?
^'

She was silent.

" Mary, just step into the next room."

" If you please, Sir," said the same gentle voice, " I

had sooner that the lady should stay. I have nothing

against Mr. Thurnall, God knows. He has rather

something against me."

Another pause.

Mary rose, and went up to her and took her hand.

" Do tell us who you are, and if we can do anything

for you."

And she looked winningly up into her face.

The stranger drew a long breath, and lifted her veil.

Mary and Mark both started at the beauty of the

countenance which she revealed—but in a different

way. Mark gave a grunt of approbation : Mary turned

pale as death. -

" I suppose that it is but right and reasonable that I

should tell you, and at least give proof of my being an

honest person. For my capabilities as a nurse—I believe
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you know Mrs. Vavasour ? I heard that she has been

staying here."

'' Of course. Do you know her?
"

A sad smile passed over her face.

" Yes, well enough, at least for her to speak for me.

I should have asked her or Miss St. Just to help me to

a nurse's place : but I did not like to trouble them in

their distress. How is the poor lady now. Sir? ^'

*^ I know who she is !
" cried Mary, by a sudden

inspiration. " Is not your name Harvey ? Are you not

the schoolmistress who saved Mr. Thumall's life ? who

behaved so nobly in the cholera ? Yes ! I knew you were

!

Come and sit dow;n, and tell me all ! I have so longed

to know you ! Dear creature, I have felt as if you were

my own sister. He—^Ir. Thurnall—wrote often about

all your heroism.'^

Grace seemed to choke down somewhat : and then

answered steadfastly

—

*' I did not come here, my dear lady, to hear such

kind words, but to do an errand to Mr. Thurnall. You

have heard, perhaps, that when he was wrecked last

spring, he lost some money. Yes ? Then, it was stolen.

Stolen !
'^ she repeated with a great gasp :

" never mind

by whom. Not by me."

" You need not tell us that, my dear," interrupted

Mark.

" God kept it. And I have it ; here !
" and she pressed

her hands tight over her bosom. " And here I must



TOO LATE. 263

keep it till I give it into his hands, if I follow him round

the world !

" And as she spoke her eyes shone in the

lamplight, with an unearthly brilliance, which made

Mary shudder.

Mark Armsworth poured a libation to the goddess of

Puzzledom, in the shape of a glass of port, which first

choked him, and then descended over his clean shirt

front. But after he had coughed himself black in the

face, he began :

—

" My good girl, if you are Grace Harvey, you 're

welcome to my roof, and an honour to it, say I : but as

for taking all that money with you across the seas, and

such a pretty helpless young thing as you are, God help

you, it mustn't be, and shan't be, and that's flat."

" But I must go to him I " said she, in so naive half-

wild a fashion, that Mary, comprehending all, looked

imploringly at her father, and putting her arm round

Grace, forced her into a seat.

" I must go. Sir, and tell him—tell him myself. No
one knows what I know about it.^^

Mark shook his head.

" Could I not write to him ? He knows me as well as

he knows his own father."

Grace shook her head, and pressed her hand upon her

heart, where Tom's belt lay.

" Do you think. Madam, that after having had the

dream of this belt, the shape of this belt, and of the

money which is in it, brandedinto my brain for months
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—years it seems like—by God's fire of shame and

suspicion;—and seen him poor, miserable, fretful, un-

believing, for the want of it—O God ! I can^t tell even

your sweet face all.—Do you think that now I have it

in my hands, I can part with it, or rest, till it is in

his ! No, not though I walked barefoot after him to the

ends of the earth."

" Let his father have the money, then, and do you

take him the belt as a token, if you must—

"

" That 's it, Mary !
" shouted ^lark Armsworth,

" you always come in with the right hint, girl !
" and

the two, combining their forces, at last talked poor Grace

over. But upon going out herself she was bent. To ask

his forgiveness in her mother's name, was her one fixed

idea. He might die, and not know all, not have forgiven

all, and go she must.

" But it is a thousand to one against your seeing him.

We, even, don't know exactly where he is gone."

Grace shuddered a moment ; and then recovered her

calmness.

" I did not expect this : but be it so. I shall meet

him if God wills ; and if not, I can still work—work."

" I think, Mary, you'd better take the young woman

upstairs, and make her sleep here to-night," said Mark,

glad of an excuse to get rid of them ; which, when he

had done, he pulled his chair round in front of the fire, put

a foot on each hob, and began rubbing his eyes vigorously.

" Dear me ! Dear me I What a lot of good people
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there are in this old world, to be sure ! Ten times

better than me, at least—make one ashamed of oneself:

—and if one isn't even good enough for this world, how's

one to be good enough for heaven?

"

And Mary carried Grace upstairs, and into her own

bed-room. " A bed should be made up there for her.

It would do her good just to have anything so pretty

sleeping in the same room." And then she got Grace

supper, and tried to make her talk : but she was distrait,

reserved ; for a new and sudden dread had seized her, at

the sight of that fine house, fine plate, fine friends.

These were his acquaintances, then : no wonder that he

would not look on such as her. And as she cast her eye

round the really luxurious chamber, and (after falteringly

asking Mary whether she had any brothers and sisters)

guessed that she must be the heiress of all that wealth,

she settled in her heart that Tom was to marry Mary
;

and the intimate tone in which Mary spoke of him to her,

and her innumerable inquiries about him, made her more

certain that it was a settled thing. Handsome she was

not, certainly; but so sweet and good; and that her own

beauty (if she was aware that she possessed any) could

have any weight with Tom, she would have considered

as an insult to his sense; so she made up her mind

slowly, but steadily, that thus it was to be; and every

fresh proof of Mary's sweetness and goodness was a fresh

pang to her, for it showed the more how probable it was

that Tom loved her.

Therefore she answered all Mary's questions carefully
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and honestly, as to a person who had a right to ask ; and

at last went to her bed, and, worn out in body and mind,

was asleep in a moment. She had not remarked the sigh

which escaped Mary, as she glanced at that beautiful

head, and the long black tresses which streamed down

for a moment over the white shoulders ere they were

knotted back for the night, and then at her own poor

countenance in the glass opposite.

It was long past midnight when Grace woke, she

knew not how, and looking up, saw a light in the room,

and Mary sitting still over a book, her head resting on

her hands. She lay quiet and thought she heard a sob.

She was sure she heard tears drop on the paper. She

stirred, and Mary was at her side in a moment.

" Did you want anything?"

" Only to—to remind you. Ma'am, it is not wise to

sit up so late."

"Only that?" said Mary, laughing. "I do that

every night, alone with God; and I do not think He
will be the farther off for your being here !

"

" One thing I had to ask,^' said Grace. " It would

lessen my labour so, if you could give me any hint of

where he might be."

" We know, as we told you, as little as you. His

letters are to be sent to Constantinople. Some from

Aberalva are gone thither already."

" And mine among them !
" thought Grace. " It is

God's will ! . . . Madam, if it would not seem forward
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on my part—if you could tell him the truth, and what

I have for him, and where I am, in case he might wish

—wish to see me—when you were writing."

" Of course I will, or my father will," said Mary,

who did not like to confess either to herself or to Grace,

that it was very improbable that she would ever write

again to Tom Thurnall.

And so the two sweet maidens, so near at that

moment to an explanation, which might have cleared up

all, went on each in her ignorance ; for so it was to be.

The next morning Grace came down to breakfast,

modest, cheerful, charming. Mark made her breakfast

with them
;
gave her endless letters of recommendation

;

wanted to take her to see old Doctor Thurnall, which

she declined, and then sent her to the station in his own

carriage, paid her fare first-class to town, and some how

or other contrived, with Mary's help, that she should

find in her bag two ten-pound notes, which she had

never seen before. After which he went out to his

countmg-house, only remarking to Mary

—

" Very extraordinary young woman, and very hand-

some, too. Will make some man a jewel of a wife, if

she don't go mad, or die of the hospital fever."

To which Mary fully assented. Little she guessed,

and little did her father, that it was for Grace's sake

that Tom had refused her hand.

A few days more, and Grace Harvey also had gone

Eastward Ho.



CHAPTER IX.

A RECENT EXPLOSION IN AN ANCIENT CRATER.

It is, perhaps, a pity for the human race in general,

that some enterprising company cannot buy up the

Moselle (not the wine, but the river), cut it into five-

mile lengths, and distribute them over Europe, wherever

there is a demand for lovely scenery. For lovely is its

proper epithet ; it is not grand, not exciting—so much

the better ; it is scenery to live and die in ; scenery to

settle in, and study a single landscape, till you know

every rock, and walnut-tree, and vine-leaf by heart

:

not merely to run through in one hasty steam-trip, as

you now do, in a long burning day, which makes you not

" drunk"—but weary—"with excess of beauty." Be-

sides, there are two or three points so superior to the rest,

that having seen them, one cares to see nothing more.

That paradise of emerald, purple, and azure, which opens

behind Treis ; and that strange heap of old-world houses

at Berncastel, which have scrambled up to the top of a
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rock to stare at the steamer, and have never been able to

get down again—between them, and after them, one

feels like a child who, after a great mouthful of pine-

apple jam, is condemned to have poured down its throat

an everlasting stream of treacle.

So thought Stangrave on board the steamer, as he

smoked his way up the shallows, and wondered which

turn of the river would bring him to his destination.

When would it all be over ? And he never leaped on

shore more joyfully than he did at Alf that afternoon,

to jump into a carriage, and trundle up the gorge of the

Issbach some six lonely weary miles, till he turned at

last into the wooded caldron of the Romer-kessel, and

saw the little chapel crowning the central knoll, with the

white high-roofed houses of Bertrich nestling at its foot.

He drives up to the handsome old Kurhaus, nestling

close beneath heather-clad rocks, upon its lawn shaded

with huge horse-chestnuts, and set round wdth dahlias,

and geraniums, and delicate-tinted German stocks,

which fill the air with fragrance ; a place made only for

young lovers :—certainly not for those black-petticoated

worthies, each with that sham of a sham, the modern

tonsure, pared down to a poor florin's breadth among their

bushy, well-oiled curls, who sit at little tables, passing

the lazy day " a muguetter les bourgeoises" of Sarrebruck

and Treves, and sipping the fragrant Josephshofer

—

perhaps at the good bourgeois' expense.

Past them Stangrave slips angrily; for that " de-
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velopment of humanity " can find no favour in his eyes

;

being not human at all, but professedly superhuman,

and therefore, practically, sometimes inhuman. He
hurries into the public room; seizes on the visitor's

book.

The names are there, in their own handwriting : but

where are they?"

Waiters are seized and questioned. The English

ladies came back last night, and are gone this afternoon.

" Where are they gone?"

Kobody recollects: not even the man from whom
they hired the carriage. But they are not gone far.

Their servants and their luggage are still here. Per-

haps the Herr Ober-Badmeister, Lieutenant D * * *

will know. " Oh, it will not trouble him. An English

gentleman? Der Herr Lieutenant will be only too

happy;" and in ten minutes Der Herr Lieutenant

appears, really only too happy; and Stangrave finds

himself at once in the company of a soldier and a gentle-

man. Had their acquaintance been a longer one, he would

have recognised likewise the man of taste and of piety.

" I can well appreciate, Sir,^^ says he, in return to

Stangrave's anxious inquiries, " your impatience to

rejoin your lovely countrywomen, who have been for

the last three weeks the wonder and admiration of our

little paradise; and whose four days' absence was

regretted, believe me, as a public calamity."

*' I can well believe it ; but they are not country-
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women of mine. The one lady is an Englishwoman

;

the other—I believe—an Italian."

"AndDerHerr?" ^

" An American.^^

"Ah? A still greater pleasure, Sir. I trust that

you will carry back across the Atlantic a good report of

a spot all but unknown, I fear, to your compatriots.

You will meet one, I think, on the return of the ladies."

"A compatriot?"

" Yes. A gentleman who arrived here this morning,

and who seemed from his conversation with them, to

belong to your noble fatherland. He went out driving

with them this afternoon, whither I unfortunately know

not. Ah ! good Saint Nicholas !—For though I am a

Lutheran, I must invoke him now—Look out yonder !

"

Stangrave looked, and joined in the general laugh of

lieutenant, waiters, priests, and bourgeoises.

For under the chestnuts strutted, like him in Stru-

welpeter, as though he were a very king of Ashantee,

Sabina's black boy, who had taken to himself a scarlet

imibrella, and a great cigar ; while after him came, also

like them in Struwelpeter, Caspar, bretzel in hand, and

Ludwig with his hoop, and all the naughty boys of

Bertrich town, hooting, and singing in chorus, after the

fashion of German children.

The resemblance to the well-known scene in the

German child's book was perfect, and as the children

shouted,

—
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" Ein kolilpechrabenschwarzer Mohr,

Die Sonne schien ihm ins gehirn.

Da nahm er seinen Sounenschirm "

—

%
more than one grown person joined therein.

Stangrave longed to catch hold of the boj, and

extract from him all news; but the blackamoor was

not quite in respectable company enough at that mo-

ment; and Stangrave had to wait till he strutted

proudly up to the door, and entered the hall with a

bland smile, evidently having taken the hooting as an

homage to his personal appearance.

"Ah? Mas' Stangrave? Glad see you, Sir! Quite a

party of us, now, 'mong dese 'barian heathen foreigners.

Mas' Thurnall he come dis mornin'
;
gone up pickin'

bush wid de ladies. He ! he ! Not seen him dis tree

year afore."

" Thurnall !
'^ Stangrave's heart sunk within him.

His first impulse was to order a carriage, and return

whence he came : but it would look so odd, and, more-

over, be so foolish, that he made up his mind to stay

and face the worst. So he swallowed a hasty dinner, and

then w^andered up the narrow valley, with all his suspi-

cions of Thurnall and Marie seething more fiercely than

ever in his heart.

Some half-mile up, a path led out of the main road to a

wooden bridge across the stream. He followed it, careless

whither he went ; and in five minutes found himself in

the quaintest little woodland cavern he ever had seen.
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It Tvas simply a great block of black lava, crowned

with brushwood, and supported on walls and pillars of

Dutch cheeses, or what should have been Dutch cheeses

by all laws of shape and colour, had not his fingers

proved to him that they were stone. How they got

there, and what they were, puzzled him ; for he was no

geologist ; and finding a bench inside, he sat down and

speculated thereon.

There was more than one doorway to the " Cheese

Cellar." It stood beneath a jutting knoll, and the path

ran right through ; so that, as he sat, he could see up a

narrow gorge to his left, roofed in with trees ; and down

into the main valley on his right, where the Issbach

glittered clear and smooth beneath red-berried moun-

tain-ash and yellow leaves.

There he sat, and tried to forget Marie In the tinkling

of the streams, and the sighing of the autumn leaves, and

the cooing of the sleepy doves ; while the ice-bird, as

the Germans call the water-ouzel, sat on a rock in the

river below, and warbled his low sweet song, and then

flitted up the glassy reach to perch and sing again on

the next rock above*

And, whether it was that he did forget Marie awhile

;

or whether he were tired, as he well might have been

;

or whether he had too rapidly consumed, his bottle of

red Walporzheimer, forgetful that it alone of German

wines combines the delicacy of the Rhine sun with

the potency of its Burgundian vinestock, transplanted

VOL. III. T
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to the Alir hj Charlemagne ;—whether it were anj of

these causes, or whether it were not, Stangrave fell fast

asleep in the Kaise-kellar, and slept till it was dark, at

the risk of catching a gTeat cold.

How long he slept he knew not : hut what wakened

him he knew full well. Voices of people approaching

;

and voices which he recognised in a moment.

Sabina? Yes; and Marie too, laughing merrily;

and among their shriller tones the voice of Thurnall.

He had not heard it for years ; hut considering the cir-

cumstances under which he had last heard it, there was

no fear of his forgetting it again.

They came down the side glen ; and before he could

rise, they had turned the sharp corner of the rock, and

were in the Kaise-kellar, close to him, almost touching

him. He felt the awkwardness of his position. To

keep still was, perhaps, to overhear, and that too much.

To discover himself was to produce a scene ; and he

could not trust his temper that the scene would not be

an ugly one, and such as women must not witness.

He was relieved to find that they did not stop. They

were laughing about the gloom ; abo.ut being out so late.

" How jealous some one whom I know would be,"

said Sabina, "if he found you and Tom together in

this darksome den !

"

" I don't care," said Tom ;
" I have made up my mind

to shoot him out of hand, and marry Marie myself.

Shan't I now, my "—and they passed on ; and down to
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tHeir carriage, which had been wiaiting for them in the

road below.

What Marie's answer was, or by what name Thumall

was about to address her, Stangrave did not hear : but

he had heard quite enough.

He rose quietly after a while, and followed them.

He was a dupe, an ass! The dupe of those bad

women, and of his ancient enemy ! It was maddening

!

Yet, how could Sabina be in fault? She had not

known Marie till he himself had introduced her ; and he

could not believe her capable of such baseness. The

crime must lie between the other two. Yet

—

However that might be mattered little to him now.

He would return, order his carriage once more, and

depart, sjiaking oif the dust of his feet against them.

" Pah ! There were other women in the world ; and

women, too, who would not demand of him to become

a hero."

He reached the Kurhaus, and went in : but not into

the public room, for fear of meeting people whom he had

no heart to face.

He was in the passage, in the act of settling his

account with the waiter, when Thurnall came hastily

out, and ran against him.

Stangrave stood by the passag-e lamp, so that he saw

Tom's face at once.

• Tom drew back; begged a thousand pardons ; and saw

Stangrave's face in turn.

t2
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The two men looked at each other for a few seconds,

Stangrave longed to say, "You intend to shoot mc?
Then try at once •/' but he was ashamed, of course, to

make use of words which he had so accidentally over-

heard.

Tom looked carefully at Stangrave, to divine his

temper from his countenance. It was quite angry enough

to give Tom excuse for saying to himself

—

*' The fellow is mad at being caught at last. Very

well."

" I think, Sir," said he, quietly enough, " that you

and I had better walk outside for a few minutes. Allow

me to retract the apology I just made, till we have had

some very explicit conversation on other matters."

" Curse his impudence ! " thought Stangrave. " Does

he actually mean to bully me into marrying her ? " And

he replied haughtily enough

—

" I am aware of no matters on which I am inclined to

be explicit with Mr. Thurnall, or on which Mr. Thumall

has a right to be explicit with me."

*' I am, then," quoth Tom, his suspicion increasing in

turn. " Do you wish. Sir, to have a scene before this

waiter and the whole house, or will you be so kind as

to walk outside with me?

"

" I must decline. Sir ; not being in the habit of liold-

ing'intercourse with an actress's bully."

Tom did not knock him down : but replied smilingly

enough,—
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*' I am far too much in earnest in tliis matter, Sir, to

"be stopped by any coarse expressions. Water, you

may go. Now, will you fight me to-morrow morning,

or will you not ?
'^

" I may fight a gentleman : but not you."

" Well, I shall not call you a coward, because I know

that you are none ; and I shall not make a row here

for a gentleman's reasons, which you, calling yourself a

gentleman, seem to have forgotten. But this I will do

;

I will follow you till you do fight me, if I have to throw

up my own prospects in life for it. I will proclaim you,

wherever we meet, for what you are—a mean and base

intriguer ; I will insult you in Kursaals, and cane you on

public places ; I will be Frankenstein's man to you day

and night, till I have avenged the wrongs of this poor girl,

the dust of whose feet you are not worthy to kiss off"."

Stangrave was surprised at his tone. It was certainly

not that of a conscious villain: but he only replied

sneeringly,

—

" And pray what may give Mr. Thurnall the right

to consider himself the destined avenger of this frail

beauty's wrongs?"

" I will tell you that after we have fought ; and some-

what more. Meanwhile, that expression, ' frail beauty,'

is a fresh offence, for which I should certainly cane you,

if she were not in the house."

" Well," drawled Stangrave, feigning an ostentatious

yawn, '• I believe the wise method of ridding oneself of
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impertinents is to grant their requests. Have you

pistols ? I have none."

" I have both duellers and revolvers at your service."

"Ah? I think we'll try the revolvers then," said

Stangrave, savage from despair, and disbelief in all

human goodness. "After what has passed, five or six

shots apiece will be hardly outre."

,

" Hardly, I think," said Tom. " Will you name your

second ?
'^

" I know no one. I have not been here two hours
;

but I suppose they do not matter much."

" Humph ! It is as well to have witnesses in case of

accident. There are a couple of roystering Burschen

in the public room, who, I think, would enjoy the office.

Both have scars on their faces, so they will be au fait at

the thing. Shall I have the honour of sending one of

them to you?"
" As you will, Sir ; my number is 34." And the two

fools turned on their respective heels, and walked off.

^ -x- * -Jf ^ -je

At sunrise next morning Tom and his second are

standing on the Falkenhohe, at the edge of the vast

circular pit, blasted out by some explosion which has

torn the slate into mere dust and shivers, now covered

by a thin coat of turf.

" Schone aussicht!" says the Bursch, waving his

hand round, in a tone which is benevolently meant to

withdraw Tom's mind from painful considerations.
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" Very pretty prospect indeed. You're sure you

understand that revolver thoroughly?"

The Bursch mutters to himself something about

English nonchalance, and assures Thui-nall that he is

competently acquainted with the weapon ; as indeed he

ought to be ; for having never seen one before, he

has been talking and thinking of nothing else since

they left Bertrich.

And why does not Tom care to look at the prospect ?

Certainly not because he is afraid. He slept as soundly

as ever last night; and knows not what fear means.

But somehow, the glorious view reminds him of another

glorious view, which he saw last summer walking by

Grace Harvey's side from Tolchard's farm. And that

subject he will sternly put away. He is not sure but

what it might unman even him.

The likeness certainly exists; for the rock, being

the same in both places, has taken the same general

form; and the wanderer in Rhine-Prussia and Nassau

might often fancy himself in Devon or Cornwall. True,

here there is no sea : and there no Mosel-kopf raises its

huge crater-cone far above the uplands, all golden in the

level sun. But that brown Taunus far away, or that

brown Hundsruck opposite, with its deep-wooded gorges

barred with level gleams of light across black gulfs of

shade, might well be Dartmoor, or Carcarrow moor

itself, high over Aberalva town, which he will see no

more. True, in Cornwall there would be no slag-cliffs of
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the Falkenley beueatli liis feet, as black and blasted at

this day as when jon orchard meadow was the mouth of

hell, and the south-west wind dashed the great flame

against the cinder cliff behind, and forged it into walls

of time-defying glass. But that might well be Alva

stream, that Issbach in its green gulf far below, winding

along toward the green gulf of the Moselle—he will

look at it no more, lest he see Grace herself come to

him across the down, to chide him, with sacred horror,

for the dark deed which he is come to do.

And yet he does not wish to kill Stangrave. He
would like to " wing him." He must punish him for his

conduct to Marie; punish him for last night's insult.

It is a necessity, but a disagreeable one ; he would be

sorry to go to the war with that man's blood upon his

hand. He is sorry that he is out of practice.

" A year ago I could have counted on hitting him

where I liked. I trust I shall not blunder against his

vitals now. However, if I do, he has himself to

blame!"

The thought that Stangrave may kill him never

crosses his mind. Of course, out of six shots, fired at all

distances from forty paces to fifteen, one may hit him

:

but as for being killed ! . . .

Tom's heart is hardened ; melted again and again this

summer for a moment, only to freeze again. He all but

believes that he bears a charmed life. All the miraculous

escapes of his past years, instead of making him believe
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in a living, guiding, protecting Father, liave become to

that proud hard heart the excuse for a deliberate, though

unconscious, atheism. His fall is surely near.

At last Stangrave and his second appear. Stangrave

is haggard, not from fear, but from misery, and rage, and

self-condemnation. This is the end ofall his fine resolves!

Pah ! what use in them ? What use in being a martyr

in this world ? All men are liars, and all women too !

Tom and Stangrave stand a little apart from each

other, while one of the seconds paced the distance. He
steps out away from them, across the crater floor, carry-

ing Tom's revolver in his hand, till he reaches the

required point, and turns.

He turns : but not to come back. Without a ges-

ture or an exclamation which could explain his pro-

ceedings, he faces about once more, and rushes up the

slope as hard as legs and wind permitted,

Tom is confounded with astonishment: either the

Bursch is seized with terror at the whole business, or he

covets the much-admired revolver ; in either case, he

is making off with it before the owner's eyes.

" Stop ! Hillo ! Stop thief! He 's got my pistol !
"

and away goes Thurnall in chase after the Bursch, who
never looking behind, never sees that he is followed; while

Stangrave and the second Bursch look on withwide eyes.

Now the Bursch is a " gymnast," and a capital runner

;

and so is Tom likewise ; and brilliant is the race upon the

Falkenhohe. But the victory, after a while, becomes
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altogether a question of wind; for it was all up-hill.

The crater, being one of "explosion, and not of eleva-

tion," as the geologists would say, does not slope down-

ward again, save on one side, from its outer lip ; and

Tom and the Bursch were breasting a fair hill, after

they had emerged from the " kessel " below.

Now, the Bursch had had too much Thronerhof-

berger the night before ; and possibly, as Burschen will

in their vacations, the night before that also ; whereby his

diaphragm surrendered at discretion, while his heels were

yet unconquered ; and he suddenly felt a strong gripe, and

a stronger kick, which rolled him over on the turf.

The hapless youth, who fancied himself alone upon

the mountain tops, roared mere incoherences ; and Tom,

too angry to listen, and too hurried to punish, tore the

revolver out of his gTasp ; whereon one barrel exploded

—

'^ I have done it now !

"

No : the ball had luckily buried itself in the ground.

Tom turned, to rush down hill again, and meet the

impatient Stangrave.

Crack—whing—g—g

!

"A bullet!"

Yes ! And, prodigy on prodigy, up the hill towards

him charged, as he would upon a whole army, a Prus-

sian gendarme, with bayonet fixed.

Tom sat down upon the mountain-side, and burst

into inextinguishable laughter, while the gendarme

came charging up, right toward his very nose.
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But up to his nose he charged not ; for his wind was

short, and the noise of his roaring went before him.

Moreover he knew that Tom had a revolver, and was a

" mad Englishman."

Now, he was not afraid of Tom, or of a whole army :

but he was a man of drills and of orders, of rules and of

precedents, as a Prussian gendarme ought to be ; and for

the modes of attacking infantry, cavalry, and artillery,

man, woman, and child, thief and poacher, stray pig, or

even stray wolf, he had drill and orders sufficient : but

for attacking a Colt's revolver, none.

Moreover, for arresting all manner of riotous

Burschen, drunken boors, French red Kepublicans,

Mazzini-hatted Italian refugees, suspect Polish incen-

diaries, or other feras naturse, he had precedent and

regulation : but for arresting a mad Englishman, none.

He held folly the opinion of his superiors, that there

was no saying what an Englishman might not, could

not, and would not do. He was a sphinx, a chimera,

a lunatic broke loose, who took unintelligible delight in /

getting wet, and dirty, and tired, and starved, and all

but killed; and called the same "taking exercise;"

—

who would see everything that nobody ever cared to

see, and who knew mysteriously everything about every-

where ; whose deeds were like his opinions, utterly

subversive of all constituted order in heaven and earth

;

being, probably, the inhabitant of another planet
;
pos-

sibly the man in the moon himself, who had been
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turned out, having made liis native satellite too hot to

hold him. All that was to he done with him was to

inquire whether his passport was correct, and then

(with a due regard to self-preservation) to endm-e his

vagaries in pitying wonder.

So the gendarme paused panting ; and not daring to

approach, walked slowly and solemnly round Tom,

keeping the point of his bayonet carefully towards him,

and roaring at intervals

—

" You have murdered the young man !

"

" But I have not !
" said Tom. *' Look and see.^'

" But I saw him fall !

"

" But he has got up again, and run away."

" So ! Then where is your passport ?
"

That one other fact, cognizable by the mind of a

Prussian gendarme, remained as an anchor for his brains

under the new and trying circumstances, and he used it.

*' Here !
" quoth Tom, pulling it out.

The gendarme stepped cautiously forward.

" Don^t be frightened. I '11 stick it on your bayonet-

point;" and suiting the action to the word, Tom caught

the bayonet-point, put the passport on it, and pulled

out his cigar-case.

•' Mad Englishman !
" murmured the gendarme.

"So! The passport is correct. But der Herr must

consider himself under arrest. Der Herr will give up

his death-instrument."

" By all means," says Tom ; and gives up the revolver.
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The gendarme takes it veiy cautiously; meditates

awhile how to carry it ; sticks the point of his bayonet

into its muzzle, and lifts it aloft.

" Schon ! Das kriegt ! Has der Herr any more

death-instruments ?
"

" Dozens !
" says Tom, and begins fumbling in his

pockets ; from whence he pulls a case of surgical instru-

ments, another of mathematical ones, another of lancets,

and a knife with innumerable blades, saws, and pickers,

every one of which he opens carefully, and ' then

spreads the whole fea^^ul array upon the grass before him.

The gendarme scratches his head over those too plain

proofs of some tremendous conspiracy.

" So ! Man must have a dozen hands ! He is surely

Palmerston himself ; or at least Hecker, or Mazzini

!

''

murmurs he, as he meditates how to stow them all.

He thinks now that the revolver may be safe else-

where ; and that the knife will do. best on the bayonet-

point. So he unships the revolver.

Bang goes barrel number two, and the ball goes into

the turf between his feet.

*' You will shoot yourself soon, at that rate," says

Tom.
" So ? Der Herr speaks German like a native," says

the gendarme, growing complimentary in his perplexity.

"Perhaps der Herr would be so good as to carry his

death-instruments himself, and attend on the Herr

Polizeirath, who is waiting to see him."
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" By all means !
" And Tom picks up his tackle,

while the prudent gendarme reloads ; and Tom marches

down the hill, the gendarme following, with his bayo-

net disagreeably near the small of Tom's back.

"Don't stumble! Look out for the stones, or you*ll

have that skewer through me !

"

•
" So ! Der Herr speaks German like a native," says

the gendarme, civilly. " It is certainly der Palmerston,"

thinks he, " his manners are so polite."

Once at the crater edge, and able to see into the pit,

the mystery is, in part at least, explained : for there

stand not only Stangrave and Bursch number two, but

a second gendarme, two elderly gentlemen, two ladies,

and a black boy.

One is Lieutenant D ^ * *, by liis white moustache.

He is, lecturing the Bursch, who looks sufficiently foolish.

The other is a portly and awful-looking personage in

uniform, evidently th^ Polizeirath of those parts, armed

with the just terrors of the law : but Justice has, if not

her eyes bandaged, at least her hands tied; for on his arm

hangs Sabina, smiling, chatting,, entreating. The Polizei-

rath smiles, bows, ogles, evidently a willing captive.

Venus has disarmed Rhadamanthus, as she has Mars

so often ; and the sword of justice must rust in its

scabbard.

Some distance behind them is Stangrave, talking in

a low voice, earnestly, passionately,—to whom but to

Marie?
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And lastly, opposite each other, and like two dogs

wlio are uncertain whether to make friends or fight, are

a gendarme and Sabina's black boj ; the gendarme, with

shouldered musket, is trying to look as stiff and cross

as possible, being scandalised by his superior officer's

defection from the path of duty ; and still more by the

irreverence of the black boy, who is danqing, gi'inning,

snapping his fingers, in delight at having discovered

and prevented the coming tragedy.

Tom descends, bowing courteously, apologises for

having been absent when the highly distinguished

gentlemen arrived ; and turning to the Bursch, begs

him to transmit to his friend who has run away his

apologies for the absurd mistake which had led him

to, &c. &c.

The Polizeirath looks at him with much the same

blank astonishment as the gendarme had done ; and at

last ends by lifting up his hands, and bursting into an

enormous German laugh ; and no one on earth can

laugh as a German can, so genially and lovingly, and

with such intense self-enjoyment.

" Oh, you English ! you English ! You are all mad,

I think! Nothing can shame you, and nothing can

frighten you ! Potz ! I believe when your Guards

at Alma walked into that battery, the other day, every /

one of them was whistling your Jim Crow, even

after he was shot dead!" And the jolly Polizei-

rath laughed at his own joke, till the mountain rang. /
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" But you must leave the country, Sir ; indeed you

must. We cannot permit sucli conduct here—I am very

sorry."

" I entreat you not to apologise, Sir. In any case,

I was going to Alf by eight o'clock, to meet the steamer

for Treves. I am on my way to the war in the East,

via Marseilles. If you would, therefore, be so kind as

to allow the gendarme to retm-n me that second revolver,

which also belongs to me—

"

" Give him his pistol !" shouted the magistrate. " Potz

!

Let us be rid of him at any cost, and live in peace, like

honest Germans. Ah, poor Queen Victoria ! What a

lot ! To have the government of five-and-twenty million

such !

"

" Not five-and-twenty millions," says Sabina. " That

would include the ladies ; and we are not mad too,

surely, your Excellency?"

The Polizeirath likes to be called your Excellency,

of course, or any other mighty title which does or does

not belong to him ; and that Sabina knows full well.

"Ah, my dear madam, how do I know that? The

English ladies do every day here what no other dames

would dare or dream—what, then, must you be at

home ? Ach ! your poor husbands !

"

" Mr. Thm-nall !
" calls Marie, from behind. " Mr.

Thurnall!"

Tom comes, with a quaint, dogged smile on his face.

*'You see him, Mr. Stangrave! You see the man
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who risked for me liberty, life,—who rescued me from

slavery, shame, suicide,—who was to me a brother, a

father, for years !—without whose disinterested heroism

you would never have set eyes on the face which you

pretend to love. And you repay him by suspicion

—

insult—Apologise to him. Sir! Ask his pardon now,

here, utterly, humbly : or never speak to Marie Lavington

again !

"

Tom looked first at her, and then at Stangrave.

Marie was convulsed with excitement ; her thin cheeks

were crimson, her eyes flashed very flame. StangTave

was pale—calm outwardly, but evidently not within. He
was looking on the ground, in thought so intense that he

hardly seemed to hear Marie. Poor fellow ! he had heard

enough in the last ten minutes to bewilder any brain.

At last he seemed to have strung himself for an effort,

and spoke, without looking up.

" Mr. Thurnall !

"

"Sir?"

" I have done you a great wrong !

"

" We will say no more about it. Sir. It was a mis-

take; and I do not wish to complicate the question.

My true ground of quarrel with you is your conduct to

Miss Lavington. She seems to have told you her true

name, so I shall call her by it."

"What I have done, I have undone !" said Stangrave,

looking up. " If I have wronged her, I have offered to

right her ; if I have left her, I have sought her again

;

VOL. III. U
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and if I left her when I knew nothing, now that I know

all, I ask her here, before you, to become my wife !

"

Tom looked inquiringly at Marie.

" Yes ; I have told him all—all
!

" and she hid her

face in her hands.

" Well," said Tom, " Mr. Stangrave is a very enviable

person ; and the match, in a worldly point of view, is a

most fortunate one for Miss Lavington ; and that stupid

rascal of a gendarme has broken my revolver."

" But I have not accepted him," cried Marie ;
" and

I will not, unless you give me leave."

Tom saw Stangrave's brow lower, and pardonably

enough, at this.

" My dear Miss Lavington, as I have never been able

to settle my own love affairs satisfactorily to myself, I do

not feel at all competent to settle other people's. Good

bye! I shall be late for the steamer." And bowing

to Stangrave and Marie, he turned to go.

" Sabina! Stop him!" cried she; "he is going,

without even a kind word
!

"

" Sabina," whispered Tom as he passed her,—" a bad

business—selfish coxcomb ; when her beauty goes, won't

stand her temper and her flightiness : but I know you

and Claude will take care of the poor thing, if anything

happens to me."

" You're wrong—prejudiced—indeed !

"

" Tut, tut, tut !—Good bye, you sweet little sunbeam.

Good morning, gentlemen!"
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And Tom hurried up the slope and out of sight, while

Marie burst into an agony of weeping.

" Gone, without a kind word !

"

Stangrave bit his lip, not in anger, but in manly

self-reproach.

" It is my fault, Marie ! my fault ! He knew me too

well of old, and had too much reason to despise me

!

But he shall have reason no longer. He will come

back, and find me worthy of you; and all will be for-

gotten. Again I say it, I accept your quest, for life and

death. So help me God above, as I will not fail or

falter, till I have won justice for you and for your race

!

Marie?"

He conquered : how could he but conquer ? for he

was man, and she was woman ; and he looked more

noble in her eyes, while he was confessing his past

weakness, than he had ever done in his proud assertion

of strength.

But she spoke no word in answer. She let him take

her hand, pass her arm through his, and lead her away,

as one who had a right.

They walked down the hill behind the rest of the

party, blest, but silent and pensive ; he with the weight

of the future, she with that of the past.

" It is very wonderful," she said at last. " Wonder-

ful . . that you can care for me. . . Oh, if I

had known how noble you were, I should have told you

all at once."

U2
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" Perhaps I should have been as ignoble as ever,"

said Stangrave, "if that young English Viscount had

not put me on my mettle by his own nobleness."

" No ! no ! Do not belie yourself. You know what

he does not;—what I would have died sooner than

tell him."

Stangrave drew the arm closer through his, and

clasped the hand. Marie did not withdraw it.

" Wonderful, wonderful love! " she said, quite hum-

bly. Her theatric passionateness had passed ;

—

" Nothing was left of her,

Now, but pure womanly."

" That you can love me — me, the slave ; me, the

scourged ; me, the scarred—Oh Stangrave ! it is not

much—not much really;—only a little mark or two . . . .

"

" I will prize them," he answered, smiling through

tears, " more than all your loveliness. I will see in

them God's commandment to me, written not on tables

of stone, but on fair, pure, noble flesh. My Marie!

You shall have cause even to rejoice in them I
"

" I glory in them now ; for, without them, I never

should have known all your worth.''

5jC ^ rT 3|C 9|C

The next day Stangrave, Marie, and Sabina were

hurrying home to England ; while Tom Thumall was

hurrying to Marseilles, to vanish Eastward Ho.

ITc has escaped once more : but his heart is hardened

still. What will liis foil be like?



CHAPTER X.

LAST CHRISTMAS EVE.

And now two years and more are past and gone

;

and all whose lot it was have come Westward Ho once

more, sadder and wiser men to their lives' end; save

one or two, that is, from whom not even Solomon's

pestle and mortar discipline would pound out the innate

folly.

Frank has come home, stouter and browner, as well

as heartier and wiser, than he went forth. He is Va-

lencia's husband now, and rector, not curate, of Aberalva

town ; and Valencia makes him a noble rector's wife.

She, too, has had her sad experiences ;—of more than

absent love ; for when the news of Inkerman arrived,

she was sitting by Lucia's death-bed ; and when the

ghastly list came home, and with it the news of Scout-

bush " severely wounded by a musket-ball/' she had

just taken her last look of the fair face, and seen in

fancy the fair spirit greeting in the eternal world the soul

of him whom she loved unto the death. She had hurried
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out to Scutari, to nurse her brother ; had seen there

many a sight—she best knows what she saw. She sent

Scoutbush back to the Crimea, to try his chance once

more; and then came home to be a mother to those

three orphan children, from whom she vowed never to

part. So the children went with Frank and her to

Aberalva, and Valencia had learnt half a mother's

duties, ere she had a baby of her own.

And thus to her, as to all hearts, has the war brought

a discipline from heaven.

Frank shrank at first from returning to Aberalva,

when Scoutbush offered him the living on old St. Justus

death. But Valencia all but commanded him ; so he

went : and, behold, his return was a triumph.

All was understood now, all forgiven, all forgotten,

save his conduct in the cholera, by the loving, honest,

brave West country hearts ; and when the new-married

pair were rung into the town, amid arches and garlands,

flags and bonfires, the first man to welcome Frank into

his rectory was old Tardrew.

Not a word of repentance or apology ever passed the

old bull-dog's lips. He was an Englishman, and kept

his opinions to himself. But he had had his lesson like

the rest, two years ago, in his young daughter's death

;

and Frank had thenceforth no faster friend than old

Tardrew.

Frank is still as High Church as ever; and likes

all pomp and circumstance of worship. Some few
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whims he has given up, certainly, for fear of giving

offence; but he might indulge them once more, if he

wished, without a quarrel. For now that the people

understand him, he does just what he likes. His

congregation is the best in the archdeaconry ; one

meeting-house is dead, and the other dying. His choir

is admirable ; for Valencia has had the art of drawing to

her all the musical talent of the tuneful West country

folk; and all that he needs, he thinks, to make his

parish perfect, is to see Grace Harvey schoolmistress

once more.

What can have worked the change ? It is difficult to

say, unless it be that Frank has found out, from cholera

and hospital experiences, that his parishioners are beings

of like passions with himself ; and found out, too, that

his business is to leave the Gospel of damnation to those

whose hapless lot it is to earn their bread by pandering

to popular superstition ; and to employ his independent

position, as a free rector, in telling his people the Gospel

of salvation—that they have a Father in heaven.

Little Scoutbush comes down often to Aberalva now,

and oftener to his Irish estates. He is going to marry

the Manchester lady after all, and to settle down ; and

try to be a good landlord ; and use for the benefit of his

tenants the sharp experience of human hearts, human

sorrows, and human duty, which he gained in the

Crimea two years ago.

And Major Campbell?
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Look on Cathcart's Hill. A stone is there, which is

the only earthly token of that great experience of all

experiences which Campbell gained two years ago.

A little silk bag was found, hung round his neck,

and lying next his heart. He seemed to have expected

his death ; for he had put a label on it

—

" To be sent to Viscount Scoutbush, for Miss St.

Just."

Scoutbush sent it home to Valencia, who opened it,

blind with tears.

It was a note, written seven years before : but not by

her ; by Lucia ere her marriage. A simple invitation

to dinner in Eaton Square, written for Lady Knock-

down, but with a postscript from Lucia herself: *' Do
come, and I will promise not to tease you as I did last

night."

That was, perhaps, the only kind or familiar word

which he had ever had from his idol; and he had

treasured it to the last. Women can love, as this book

sets forth : but now and then men can love too, if

they be men, as Major Campbell was.

And Trebooze of Trebooze ?

Even Trebooze got his new lesson two years ago.

Terrified into sobriety, he went into the militia, and

soon took delight therein. He worked, for the first time

in his life, early and late, at a work which was suited

for him. H« soon learnt not to swear and rage, for his

men would not stand it ; and not to get drunk, for his
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messmates would not stand it. He got into better society

and better health than he ever had had before. With

new self-discipline has come new self-respect; and he

tells his wife frankly, that if he keeps straight hence-

forth, he has to thank for it his six months at Aldershott.

And Mary ?

When you meet Mary in heaven, you can ask her

there.

But Frank's desire, that Grace should become his

schoolmistress once more, is not fulfilled.

How she worked at Scutari and at Balaklava, there

is ncr need to tell. Why mark her out from the rest,

when all did more than nobly ? The lesson which she

needed was not that which hospitals could teach ; she

had learnt that already. It was a deeper and more

dreadful lesson still. She had set her heart on finding

Tom ; on righting him, on righting herself. She had

to learn to be content not to find him ; not to right him,

not to right herself.

And she learnt it. Tearless, uncomplaining, she

" trusted in God, and made no haste." She did her

work, and read her Bible ; and read too, again and

again, at stolen moments of rest, a book which some

one lent her, and which was to her as the finding of an

unknown sister—Longfellow's Evangeline. She was

Evangeline ; seeking as she sought, perhaps to find as

she found—No ! merciful God ! Not so ! yet better so

than not at all. And often and often, when a new
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freight of agony was landed, she looked round from bed

to bed, if his face, too, might be there. And once, at

Balaklava, she knew she saw him : but not on a sick bed.

Standing beneath the window, chatting merrily with

a group of officers—It was he ! Could she mistake that

figure, though the face was turned away ?

Her head swam, her pulses beat like church bells,

her eyes were ready to burst from their sockets. But

—

she was assisting at an operation. It was God's will,

and she must endure.

When the operation was over, she darted wildly down

the stairs without a word.

He was gone.

Without a word she came back to her work, and

possessed her soul in patience.

Inquiries, indeed, she made, as she had a right to do

;

but no one knew the name. She questioned, and caused

to be questioned, men from Varna, from Sevastopol,

from Kertch, from the Circassian coast; English, I rench,

and Sardinian, Pole, and Turk. No one had ever heard

the name. She even found at last, and questioned, one

of the officers who had formed that group beneath the

window.

" Oh ! that man ? He was a Pole, Michaelowyzcki,

or some such name. At least, so he said ; but he sus-

pected the man to be really a Russian spy."

Grace knew that it was Tom : but she went back to

her work again, and in due time went home to England.
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Home, but not to Aberalva. She presented herself

one day at Mark Armsworth's house in Whitbury, and

humbly begged him to obtain her a place as servant to

old Doctor Thurnall. What her purpose was therein

she did not explain
;
perhaps she hardly knew herself.

Jane, the old servant who had clung to the Doctor

through his reverses, was growing old and feeble, and

was all the more jealous of an intruder : but Grace

disarmed her.

" I do not want to interfere ; I will be under your

orders. I will be kitchen-maid—maid-of-all-work. I

want no wages. I have brought home a little money

with me ; enough to last me for the little while I shall

be here."

And by the help of Mark and Mary, she took up her

abode in the old man's house ; and ere a month was

past she was to him as a daughter.

Perhaps she had told him all. At least, there was

some deep and pure confidence between them ; and yet

one which, so perfect was Grace's humility, did not

make old Jane jealous. Grace cooked, swept, washed,

went to and fro as Jane bade her ; submitted to all

her grumblings and tossings ; and then came at the

old man's bidding to read to him every evening, her

hand in his ; her voice cheerful, her face full of

quiet light. But her hair was becoming streaked with

grey. Her face, howsoever gentle, was sharpened, as

if with continual pain. No wonder ; for she had worn
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that belt next her heart for now two years and more,

till it had almost eaten into the heart above which it

lay. It gave her perpetual pain : and yet that pain was

a perpetual joy—a perpetual remembrance of him, and

of that walk with him from Tolchard's farm.

Mary loved her—wanted to treat her as an equal

—

to call her sister : but Grace drew back lovingly, but

humbly, from all advances ; for she had divined Mary's

secret with the quick eye of woman ; she saw how

Mary grew daily paler, thinner, sadder, and knew for

whom she mourned. Be it so; Mary had a right to

him, and she had none.

* * * *

And where was Tom Thumall all the while ?

No man could tell.

Mark inquired ; Lord Minchampstead inquired
;
great

personages who had need of him at home and abroad

inquired : but all in vain.

A few knew, and told Lord Minchampstead, who

told Mark, in confidence, that he had been heard of last

in the Circassian mountains about Christmas, 1854

:

but since then all was blank. Pie had vanished into

the infinite unknown.

Mark swore that he would come home some day : but

two full years were past, and Tom came not.

The old man never seemed to regret him ; never

mentioned his name after a while.

" Mark," he said once, " remember David. Why
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weep for the child? I shall go to him, but he will

not come to me."

None knew, meanwhile, why the old man needed not

to talk of Tom to his friends and neighbours ; it was

because he and Grace never talked of anything else.

* * * *

So they had lived, and so tliey had waited, till that

week before last Christmas-day, when Mellot and Stan-

grave made their appearance in Whitbury, and became

Mark Armsworth's guests.

The week slipped on. Stangrave hunted on alternate

days ; and on the others went with Claude, who photo-

graphed (when there was sun to do it with) Stan-

grave End, and Whitford Priory, interiors and exte-

riors ; not forgetting the Stangrave monuments in

Whitbury church ; and sat, too, for many a pleasant

hour with the good Doctor, who took to him at once,

as all men did. It seemed to give fresh life to the old

man to listen to Tom's dearest friend. To him, as to

Grace, he could talk openly about the lost son, and live

upon the memory of his prowess and his virtues ; and

ere the week was out, the Doctor, and Grace too, had

heard a hundred gallant feats, to tell all which would

add another volume to this book.

And Grace stood silently by the old man's chair, and

drank all in without a smile, without a sigh, but not

without full many a prayer.

* * -x- *
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It is the blessed Christmas Eve ; the light is failing

fast ; when down the high street comes the mighty

Roman-nosed rat-tail which carries Mark's portly bulk,

and by him Stangrave, on a right good horse.

They shog on side by side—not home, but to the

Doctor's house. For every hunting evening Mark's

groom meets him at the Doctor's door to lead the horses

home, while he, before he will take his bath and dress,

brings to his blind friend the gossip of the field, and

details to him every joke, fence, find, kill, hap and

mishap of the last six hours.

The old man, meanwhile, is sitting quietly, with

Claude by him, talking— as Claude can talk. They

are not speaking of Tom just now : but the eloquent

artist's conversation suits well enough the temper of

the good old man, yearning after fresh knowledge, even

on the brink of the grave ; but too feeble now, in body

and in mind, to do more than listen. Claude is telling

him about the late Photographic Exhibition ; and the

old man listens with a triumphant smile to wonders

which he will never behold with mortal eyes. At last,

—

" This is very pleasant^—to feel surer and surer, day

by day, that one is not needed ; that science moves

forward swift and sure, under a higher guidance than

one's own ; that the sacred torch-race never can stand

still ; that He has taken the lamp out of old and failing

hands, only to put it into young and brave ones, who

will not falter till they reach the goal."
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Then he lies back again, with closed eyes, waiting for

more facts from Claude.

" How beautifal! ^' says Claude— *' I must compliment

you. Sir—to see the child-like heart thus still beating

fresh beneath the honours of the grey head, without

envy, without vanity, without ambition, welcoming

every new discovery, rejoicing to see the young out-

stripping them."

" And what credit. Sir, to us ? Our knowledge did

not belong to us, but to Him who made us, and the

universe ; and our sons' belonged to Him likewise. If

they be wiser than their teachers, it is only because

they, like their teachers, have made His testimonies

their study. When we rejoice in the progress of science,

we rejoice not in ourselves, not in our children, but in

God our Instructor."

And all the while, hidden in the gloom behind, stands

Grace, her arms folded over her bosom, watching every

movement of the old man ; and listening too to every

word. She can understand but little of it : but she

loves to hear it, for it reminds her of Tom Thumall.

Above all she loves to hear about the microscope,

a mystery inseparable in her thoughts from him who

first showed her its wonders.

At last the old man speaks again :

—

" Ah ! How delighted my boy will be when he

returns, to find that so much has been done during his

absence."
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Claude is silent awhile, startled.

" You are surprised to hear me speak so confidently ?

Well, I can only speak as I feel. I have had, for

some days past, a presentiment—you will think me,

doubtless, weak for yielding to it. I am not supersti-

tious."

" Not so," said Claude, " but I cannot deny that

such things as presentiments may be possible. However

miraculous they may seem, are they so very much more

so than the daily fact of memory ? I can as little guess

why we can remember the past, as why we may not, at

times, be able to foresee the future."

" True. You speak, if not like a physician, yet like

a metaphysician ; so you will not laugh at me, and

compel the weak old man and his fancy to take refuge

with a girl—who is not weak.— Grace, darling, you

think still that he is coming?"

She came forward and leaned over him

—

" Yes," she half whispered. " He is coming

soon to us : or else we are soon going to him. It

may mean that, Sir. Perhaps it is better that it

should."

" It matters little, child, if he be near, as near he is.

I tell you, Mr. Mellot, this conviction has become so

intense during the last week, that—that I believe I

should not be thrown off my balance if he entered at

this moment ... I feel him so near me, Sir, that—that

I could swear, did I not know how the weak brain
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imitates expected sounds, that I heard his footstep out-

side now/^

" I heard horses' footsteps," says Claude.—" Ah, there

comes Stangrave and our host."

" I heard them : but I heard my boy's likewise/'

said the old man quietly.

The next minute he seemed to have forgotten the

fancy, as the two hunters entered, and Mark began

open-mouthed as usual

—

" Well, Ned ! In good company, eh ? That's right.

Mortal cold I am ! We shall have a white Christmas,

I expect. Snow 's coming."

*' What sport?" asks the Doctor blandly.

" Oh ! Nothing new. Bothered about Sidricstone till

one. Got away at last with an old fox, and over the

downs into the vale. I think Mr. Stangrave liked it ?
"

" Mr. Stangrave likes the vale better than the vale

likes him. I have fallen into two brooks following,

Claude ; to the delight of all the desperate Englishmen.^'

" Oh ! You rode strait enough, Sir ! You must pay

for your fun in the vale :—but then you have your fun.

But there were a good many falls the last ten minutes

;

ground heavy, and pace awful ; old Rat-tail had enough

to do to hold his own. Saw one fellow ride bang into

a pollard-willow, when there was an open gate close to

him—cut his cheek open, and lay : but some one said

it was only Smith of Ewebury, so I rode on."

*' 1 hope you English showed more pity to your

VOL. III. X
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wounded friends in the Crimea, " quoth Stangrave,

laughing. " I wanted to stop and pick him up : but

Mr. Armsworth would not hear of it."

" Oh, Sir, if it had been a stranger like you, half the

field would have been round you in a minute : but Smith

don't count—he breaks his neck on purpose three days a

week :—by the bye, Doctor, got a good story of him for

you. Suspected his keepers last month. Slips out of

bed at two in the morning; into his own covers, and

blazes away for an hour. Nobody comes. Home to

bed, and tries the same thing next night. Not a soul

comes near him. Next morning has up keepers, watch-

ers, beaters, the whole posse ; and ' Now, you rascals !

I've been poaching my own covers two nights running,

and you've been all drunk in bed. There are your wages

to the last penny ; and vanish ! I'll be my own keeper

henceforth ; and never let me see your faces again !'
"

The old Doctor laughed cheerily. " Well : but did

you kill your fox ?
"

" All right : but it was a burster,—just what I always

tell Mr. Stangrave. Afternoon runs are good runs
;

pretty sure of an empty fox and a good scent after one

o'clock.^'

" Exactly ,'' answered a fresh voice from behind

;

" and fox-hunting is an epitome of human life. You

chop or Icse your first two or three : but keep up your

pluck, and you'll run into one before sun-down ;—and

I seem to have run into a whole earthful

!

"
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All looked round ; for all knew that voice.

Yes ! There he was, in bodily flesh and blood ; thin,

sallow, bearded to the eyes, dressed in ragged sailor's

clothes : but Tom himself.

Grace uttered a long, low, soft, half-laughing cry, full

of the delicious agony of sudden relief; a cry as of a

mother when her child is born ; and then slipped from the

room past the unheeding Tom, who had no eyes but for

his father. Straight up to the old man he went, took

both his hands, and spoke in the old cheerful voice,—

" Well, my dear old daddy ! So you seem to have

expected me ; and gathered, I suppose, all my friends

to bid me welcome. I'm afraid I have made you very

anxious : but it was not my fault ; and I knew you

would be certain I should come at last, eh ?
'^

" My son ! My son ! Let me feel whether thou be my
very son Esau or not !

" murmured the old man, finding

half-playful expression in the words of Scripture, for

feelings beyond his failing powers.

Tom knelt down ; and the old man passed his hands

in silence over and over the forehead, and face, and

beard ; while all stood silent.

Mark Armsworth burst out blubbering like a great boy :

" I said so ! I always said so ! The devil could not

kill him, and God wouldn't !

"

"You won't go away again, dear boy? I'm getting

old—and—and forgetful ; and I don't think I could bear

it again, you see."

x2
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Tom saw that the old man's powers were failing.

'* Never again, as long as I live, daddy!" said he ; and

then, looking round,—*' I think that we are too many
for my father. I will come and shake hands with you

all presently."

"No, no," said the Doctor. " You forget that I

cannot see you, and so must only listen to you. It will

be a delight to hear your voice and theirs ;—they all

love you."

A few moments of breathless congratulation followed,

during which Mark had seized Tom by both his shoul-

ders, and held him admiringly at arms' length.

" Look at him, Mr. Mellot ! Mr. Stangrave ! Look at

him ! As they said of Liberty Wilkes, you might rob

him, strip him, and hit him over London Bridge ; and

you 'd find him the next day in the same place, with

a laced coat, a sword by his side, and money in his

pocket ! But how did you come in without our

knowing?"
'' I waited outside, afraid of what I might hear—for

how could I tell?" said he, lowering his voice; "but

when I saw you go in, I knew all was right, and fol-

lowed you ; and when I heard my father laugh, I knew

that he could bear a little surprise. But, Stangrave,

did you say ? Ah ! this is too delightful, old fellow

!

How 's Marie and the children ?
"

Stangrave, who was very uncertain as to how Tom

would receive him, had been about to make his amende
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honorable in a fashion graceful, magnificent, and, as he

expressed it afterwards laughingly to Thumall himself,

" altogether highfelutin :
" but whatsoever chivalrous and

courtly words had arranged themselves upon the tip of

his tongue, were so utterly upset by Tom's matter-of-

fact bonhommie, and by the cool way in which he

took for granted the fact of his marriage, that he

burst out laughing, and caught both Tom's hands in

his

"It is delightful ; and all it needs to make it perfect

is to have Marie and the children here."

" How many V " asked Tom.
" Two."

" Is she as beautiful as ever?"

" More so, I think."

" I dare say you're right
;
you ought to know best,

certainly."

" You shall judge for yourself. She is in London at

this moment.'^

" Tom !'^ says his father, who has been sitting quietly,

his face covered in his handkerchief, listening to all,

while holy tears of gratitude steal down his face.

"Sir!"

" You have not spoken to Grace yet !

"

"Grace?" cries Tom, in a very different tone from

that in which he had yet spoken.

" Grace Harvey, my boy. She was in the room when

you came in."
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*' Grace? Grace? What is she doing here?
"

" Nursing him, like an angel as she is
!

" said

Mark.

" She is my daughter now, Tom ; and has been these

twelve months past.''

Tom was silent, as one astonished.

" If she is not, she will be soon," said he quietly,

between his clenched teeth. " Gentlemen, if you'll

excuse me for five minutes, and see to my father
: "—and

he walked straight out of the room, closing the door

behind him—to find Grace waiting in the passage.

She was trembling from head to foot, stepping to and

fro, her hands and face all but convulsed ; her left

hand over her bosom, clutching at her dressj which

seemed to have been just disarranged ; her right drawn

back, holding something ; her lips parted, struggling to

speak ; her great eyes opened to preternatural wideness,

fixed on him with an intensity of eagerness ;—was she

mad?

At last words bubbled forth :
" There ! there ! There

it is !—the belt !—your belt ! Take it ! take it, I

say
!

"

He stood silent and wondering ; she thrust it into

his hand.

" Take it ! I have can-ied it for you—worn it next

my heart, till it has all but eaten into my heart.—To

Varna, and you were not there !—Scutari, Balaklava, and

you were not there !—I found it, only a week after !—I told
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you I should ; and you were gone !—Cruel, not to wait

!

And Mr. Armsworth has the money—every farthing

—

and the gold :—he has had it these two years !—I would

give you the belt myself; and now I have done it, and

the snake is unclasped from my heart at last, at last,

at last!"

Her arms dropped by her side, and she burst into

an agony of tears.

Tom caught her in his arms : but she put him back,

and looked up in his face again.

" Promise me !

" she said, in a low clear voice

;

" promise me this one thing only, as you are a gentleman

;

as you have a man's pity, a man's gratitude, in you"

—

"Anything!"
" Promise me that you will never ask, or seek to

know, who had that belt."

" I promise : but, Grace !
"

—

" Then my work is over," said she in a calm collected

voice. *' Amen. So lettest thou thy servant depart in

peace. Good bye, Mr. Thumall. I must go and pack

up my few things now. You will forgive and forget?"

"Grace!" cried Tom; "stay!" and he girdled her

in a grasp of iron. " You and 1 never part more in

this life, perhaps not in all lives to come !

"

" Me ? I ?—let me go ? I am not worthy of you !

"

" I have heard that once already ;—the only folly

which ever came out of those sweet lips. No ! Grace.

I love you, as man can love but once ; and you shall not
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refuse me ! You will not have the heart, Grace ! You
will not dare, Grace ! For you have begun the work

;

and you must finish it."

''Work? What work?"
*' 1 don't know," said Tom. " How should I? 1 want

you to tell me that."

She looked up in his face, puzzled. His old self-

confident look seemed strangely past away.

" I will tell yow," he said, " because I love you. I

don't like to show it to them ; but I've been frightened,

Grace, for the first time in my life."

She paused for an explanation : but she did not

struggle to escape from him.

" Frightened ; beat ; run to earth myself, though

I talked so bravely of running others to earth just now.

Grace, I've been in prison !

"

" In prison? In a Russian prison ? Oh, Mr. Thur-

nall!"

'' Aye, Grace, I'd tried everything but that ; and I

could not stand it. Death was a joke to that. Not to be

able to get out !—To rage up and down for hours like a

wild beast ;—long to fly at one's gaoler and tear his heart

out;—beat one's head against the wall in the hope of

knocking one's brains out ;—anything to get rid of that

horrid notion, night and day over one—I can't get out
!

"

Grace had never seen him so excited.

" But you are safe now," said she soothingly. " Oh,

those horrid Russians !

"
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" But it was not Russians !—If it had been, I could

have borne it.—That was all in my bargain,—the fair

chance of war : but to be shut up by a mistake !—at

the very outset, too !—by a boorish villain of a khan, on

a drunken suspicion ;—a fellow whom I was trying to

serve, and who couldn't, or wouldn't, or daren't under-

stand me—Oh, Grace, I was caught in my own trap!

I went out full blown with self-conceit. Never was

anyone so cunning as I was to be ! Such a game as I

was going to play, and make my fortune by it !—And
this brute to stop me short— to make a fool of me—to

keep me there eighteen months threatening to cut my
head off once a quarter, and wouldn't understand me, let

me talk with the tongue of the old serpent !

"

" He did not stop you : God stopped you !"

" You're right, Grace ; I saw that at last ! 1 found

out that I had been trying for years which was the

stronger, God or I ; I found out I had been trying

whether I could not do well enough without Him : and

there I found that I could not, Grace ;—could not ! I felt

like a child who had marched off from home, fancying

it can find its way, and is lost at once. I felt like a

lost child in Australia once, for one moment : but not

as I felt in that prison ; for I had not heard you, Grace,

then. I did not know that I had a Father in heaven,

who had been looking after me, when I fancied that

I was looking after myself;—I don't half believe it now

—If I did, I should not have lost my nerve as 1 have
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done ! — Grace, I dare hardly stir about now, lest

some harm should come to me. I fancy at every turn,

what if that chimney fell? what if that horse kicked

out ?—and, Grace, you, and you only, can cure me of my
new cowardice. I said, in that prison, and all the way

home,—If I can but find her !—let me but see her—ask

her—let her teach me ; and I shall be sure ! Let her

teach me, and I shall be brave again! Teach me,

Grace ! and forgive me !

"

Grace was looking at him with her gi*eat soft eyes

opening slowly, like a startled hind's, as if the wonder

and delight were too great to be taken in at once. The

last words unlocked her lips.

" Forgive you ? What ? Do you forgive me ?
"

" You ? It is I am the brute ; ever to have suspected

you ! My conscience told me all along I was a brate

!

And you—have you not proved it to me in this last

minute, Grace ?—proved to me that I am not worthy to

kiss the dust from off your feet?"

Grace lay silent in his arms : but her eyes were fixed

upon him ; her hands were folded on her bosom ; her

lips moved as if in prayer.

He put back her long tresses tenderly, and looked

into her deep glorious eyes.

" There ! I have told you all ! Will you forgive my
baseness ; and take me, and teach me about this Father

in heaven, through poverty and wealth, for better, for

worse, as my wife—my wife ?
"
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She leapt up at him suddenly, as if waking from a

dream, and wreathed her arms about his neck.

" Oh, Mr. Thurnall ! my dear, brave, wise, wonderful

Mr. Thurnall ! come home again !—home to God ! and

home to me ! I am not worthy ! Too much happiness,

too much,—too much :—but you will forgive, will you

not,—and forget,—forget?"

And so the old heart passed away from Thomas

Thurnall: and instead of it grew up a heart like his

father's ; even the heart of a little child.

THE END.

U. CLAY, PRINTER, BREAD STREET HILt,
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Crown Svo. sewed, 1.?. 6^
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BY CHARLES HARDWICK, M.A.
Christian Advocate in the University of Cambridge.

Christ and other Masters : An Historical Inquiry into
some of the chief ParalleUsms and Contrasts between Christianity

and the Religious Systems of the Ancient World ; with special

reference to prevailing Difficulties and Objections. Part I. Intro-

duction. Part II. Religion of India.

In 8vo. cloth, 7s. Gd. each.

BY CHARLES MANSFIELD, M.A.

1. Letters from Paraguay, Brazil, and the Plate.

By the late Citaules Mansfield, M.A., Clare Hall, Cambridge.
With a life by Chaules Kingsley, Rector of Eversley. Post 8vo.

With a Map, and a Portrait, and numerous Woodcuts. 12*. Qd.

Just ready.
" A)i interesting and imtructive volttme."—MoIl^'I^'G Post.
" A deli(jhtfully written book."—British Quarterly.
** Futl of varied matter and earnest thouf/ht."—New Quarterly.

2. On the Constitution of Salts. Edited from the Author's

MS. by N. H. S. Maskelyne, M.A., Wadham College, and
Reader in Mineralogy in the University of Oxford, hi the Press,

BY C. MANSFIELD INGLEBY, M.A.
Of Trinity College, Cambridge ;

Teacher of Logic in the Industrial Department of the Birmingham and Midland Institute.

Outlines of Theoretical Logic.
Pounded on the New Analytic of Sm William Hamilton.
Designed for a Text-book in Schools and Colleges.

In Pcap. 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6^. Just ready.

BY THE LATE HENRY MACKENZIE, B.A.,

Scholar of Trinity College.

The Christian Clergy of the First Ten Centuries;
their Beneficial Influence on European Progress.

Crown 8vo. cloth, Gs. Qd.

*^ He has shotcn considerable research into the History of the early Clergy, and
expresses himself with a facility and force wh'ich many an experienced writer

may envy. He lias displayed in tliis essay a sound judgment, a freedom from
prejudice, and a conscientious endeavour to reach tfie truth, which convinces its

that an able and excellent man was lost to the world by t/ic vntimely death of
Uejjry Mackenzie."—Athenaeum, Jan. 12, 1856.

** We rarely meet with a pri~e-cssay of so much general interests*

UuAUDiAN, Feb. 6, 1856.
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BY DAVID MASSON, M.A.,

Professor ofEnglish Literature in University College, London.

Essays, Biographical and Critical : chiefly on English

Poets. 8vo. cloth, 125. Qd. Lafeli/ published.

" Mr. Masson has succeeded in producing a series of criticisms in relation to

creative literature., wtiich are satisfactory as well as subtile,—which are not only

ingenious, but which possess the rarer recommendation of being tisvally just . .

.

Bitt icepass over these Essays to that which is in the main a new., and., according

to our judgment, an excellent biographical sJcetch of Chattcrton. . . This ' Story

of the Year 1770,' as Mr. Masson entitles it, stands for nearly 9,^0 pages in his

volume, and contains, by preference, thefruits of his judgment and research in

an elaborated and discursive memoir. . . Its merit consists in the illustration

afforded by Mr. Masson's inquiries into contemporary circumstances, and the

clear traces thus obtained of Chatterton^s London life and experience. . . .

Mr. Masson unravels this mystery very completely."—Times, I^ov. 4;, 1856.

** No one who reads a single page of Mr. Masson tcill be likely to content himself

with that alone. He will see at a glance that he has come across a man eiidowed

with a real love of poetry ; a clear, fresh, happy insight into the poefs heart

;

and a great knowledge of the historical connexion of its more marked epochs in

England, lie has distinct and pleasant thoughts to utter ; he is not above doing

his very best to utter them well ; there is nothing slovenly or clumsy or untidy

in their expression ; they leap along in a bright stream^ bubbling, sparkling^ and
transparent."—The Guakdian, Nov. 5, 1836.

" Worthy of being ranked among the veryforemost of their class. . . The longest

and finest composition of the work—a gem in literary biography—is its ' Chat-

ierton, a Story of the Year 1770.' . . . Tliis singularly interesting andpoxcerful
biography fills up this sad outline as it never was filled up before"

Ebinbukgh Wita'ess (edited by Hugh Miller), Aug. 23, 1856.

" His life of Chattcrton is a complete, symmetrical and marvellous work of art

... a classical biography^—The Glasgow Coaimonwe.\xtii, Aug. 16, 1856.

" Will secure both attention and respect"—Examiner, Sept. 6, 1856.

" Very admirable criticisms, which shoio not only a thorough acquaintance with

the ivorks he criticises, but a deep sense of poetic beautyT
Daily News, Aug. 5, 1856.

" We know not where to find a larger amount of discriminating, far-seeing, and
genial criticism xcithin the same compass."

EiuTisH Quarterly Review, July, 1856.

^' Here is a biography {the essay on Chattcrton) told imthout exaggeration,

without umoarrantcd use of hypothetic incidents, yet surpassing the most
highly-wrought fiction in itspower over our emotions^

The Westminster Review, July, 1856.

" Not only a series of biographical studies, but in some sort a philosophical history

of English poetry from Shakspearc to Alexaiider Smith."

The Leader, June 4, 1356.

*' Distinguished by a remarkablepmoer of analysis, a clear statement of the actual

facts on which speculation is based, and an appropriate beauty of language.

These Essays should bepopular with serious men."

The Athen^um, May 24-, 1856.
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BY JOHN HAMILTON, (of St. Eraan's,) M.A.

Of St. John's College, Cambridge.

On Truth, and Error : Thoughts, in Prose and Verse,
on the Principles of Truth, and the Causes and Effects of Error.

Crown 8vo. bound in cloth, with red leaves, 10*. 6^. Just ready.

BY THE REV. F. D. MAURICE, M.A.,

Chaplain of Lincoln's Inn.

1. The Gospel of St. John. A Series of Discourses.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 10*. Qd. Just ready,

2. The Doctrine of Sacrifice deduced from the Scrip-

tures. Crown 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d.

3. Learning and Working. The Religion of Rome,

and its influence on Modern Civilization.

In 1 vol. Crown Svo. cloth, 5*.

4. Lectures on the Ecclesiastical History of the First

and Second Centuries. 8vo. doth, lo*. 6d.

5. Theological Essays. Second Edition. Crown 8 vo. 10*. 66?.

6. Patriarchs and Lawgivers of the Old Testament.
Second Edition. Crown Svo. cloth, 6*.

7. Prophets and Kings of the Old Testament.
Second Edition. Crown Svo. cloth, 10^'. (Jd.

8. The Unity of the New Testament. 8vo. cloth, 14*.
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REV. F. D. MAURICE'S WORKS-continued.

9. Christmas Day, and other Sermons. 8vo. cloth, lo^. 6^.

10. On the Religions of the World. Third Edition.

Tcp. 8vo. cloth, 5*.

Contents: Mahometanism—Hindooism—Buddhism—The Old Per-

sian Faith—The Egyptian—The Greek—The Eoman—The Gothic

—The Relation between Christianity and Hindooism, &c.

11. On the Prayer-Book. Second Edition. Ecp. 8vo. cloth,

12. The Church a Family. Ecp. Svo. cloth, 4^. 6d.

13. On the Lord's Prayer. Third Edition. Ecp. Svo. cloth,

2s. 6d.

14. On the Sabbath, and other Sermons. Ecp. Svo.

cloth, 2*. 6^.

15. Law on the Table of the Bees. Ecp. Svo. cloth, 4^. ea.

The Word "Eternal" and the Punishment of the
Wicked. Third Edition. 1*.

Eternal Life and Eternal Death. 1*. M.

The Name Protestant. Three Letters to Mr. Palmer. Second

Edition. 3.y.

Bight and Wrong Methods of Supporting Pro-
testantism! Is.

The Duty of a Protestant in the Oxford Election.

1847. Is.

The Case of Queen's College, London. 1*. 6d.

Plan of a Eemale College. Qd.

Death and Life. In Memoriam C. B. M. 1*.

Administrative Reform. 3^.
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PROSPECTUS OF A SERIES

OF

MANUALS FOR THEOLOGICAL STUDENTS

NOW IN COURSE OF PUBLICATION.

It is now upwards of three years since the Prospectus of this Series was

first issued. Four volumes have now been published, and several

others are in an advanced state. The reception which tlie volumes

already published have met with, has fully justified the antici-

pation with which the Publishers commenced the Series, and

warrants them in the belief, that their aim of supplying books

"concise, comprehensive, and accurate," "convenient for the

professional Student and interesting to the general reader," has

been not unsuccessfully fulfilled.

The following paragraphs appeared in the original Prospectus, and may

be here conveniently reproduced :—

" The Authors being Clergymen of the English Church, and tlie Series

being designed primarily for the use of Candidates for office in

her Ministry, the books will seek to be in accordance with her

spirit and principles ; and therefore, {because the spirit and

principles of the English Church teach charity and truth,) in

treating of the opinions and principles of other communions,

every effort will be made to avoid acrimony or misrepresentation.

'* It will be the aim of the writers throughout the Series to avoid all

dogmatic expression of doubtful or individual opinions."

THE FOUR FOLLOWING VOLUMES ARE NOW REM)T :
—



PUBLISHED BY MACMILLAN AND CO. 17

THEOLOGICAL MANUALS-continued.

LA General View of the History of the Canon of the

New Testament during the first pour centuries.
,Crown 8vo. cloth, 125. Od,

BY BROOKE FOSS WESTCOTT, M.A.,

Assistant Master of Harrow School, formerly Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge,

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

" J work tohickforms one of the invaluable series of Theological Mannals now in

course of publication at CamhridgeP
British and Fokeign Evangelical Review, July, 1856.

** The Author is one of those tvho are teachitiff us that it is possible to rifle the

storehouses of German theology, withont bearing away the taint of their atmo-
sphere : and to recognise the value of their accumulated treasures, and even
track the vagaries of their theoretic ingenuity, without abandoning in the pursuit
the clear sight and sound feeling of English common sense .... It is byfar
the best and most complete book of the kind; and we should be glad to see it

wellplaced on the lists of our examining chaplains^''—Guardian, Oct. 3, ]855,

*' Learned, dispassionate, discriminating, worthy of his subject and the present
state of Christian Literature in relation to it."

British Quarterly, Oct. 3, 1855.

" To the student in Theology it will prove an admirable Text-Book : and to all

others who have any curiosity on the subject it will be satisfactory as one of the

most nsefnl and instructive pieces of history which the records of the Church
supply."—London Quarterly, Oct. 1855.

^* The Author xarries into the execution of his design a careftd andpainstaking
scholarship .... Considered as a list o/ Testimonials in favour of the canonical

writings, our Author's work deserves the praise of great diligence and manifest

conscientiousness."—National Review, Oct. 1855.

" If the rest of the series of manuals, of which the present volumeforms apart, are

as ably executed, the Christian public will be greatly indebted to the projectors

of theplan"—Literary Churchman.

" There is nothing, so far as we know, resembling it in the English tongue . . . We
have here presented to ns a striking and luminous view of a very broad and
comprehensive subject, marked throughoid by rich and copious erudition.

A volume which we consider a most valuable addition to the literature of
Revelation. Scripture Expositors, of whatever name, will acknoxoledge that therj

have been laid wider deep obligation by the work of Mr. Westcott,"
British Banner, Jan. 4, 1856.

** The conception of the work, and the discnmination and learning with which it is

executed, adapt it most thoroughly to the present state andforms of controversy

on the subject to which it relates."—Nonconeormist, Jan. 23, 1856.
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THEOLOGICAL MANUALS-continued.

2. A History of the Christian Church during the

Reformation. By CHARLES HARDWICK, M.A., Fellow

of St. Catharine's College, Cambridge, Divinity Lecturer of King's

College, and Christian Advocate in the University of Cambridge.

Crown 8vo. cloth, lOs. 6d,

OPINIONS OF THE PEESS.

" T/ie tvkole volume displays a profusion of learning, great accuracy and honesty

in collecting and collating authorities, a clear as well cs a concise narrative of
events ; and it always refers to the authorities on which the history is grounded^*

Christian Remembrancer, April, 1856,

" Exhibits a deep comprehension and a firm grasp of his theme, with the ease and
mastery in treatment which such qualities generally impart The utility

of Mr. Hardwick's work consists in bringing the greater and mitior histories

connected with the Reformation into a single volume of compact shape, as well as

presenting their broad features to the student. The merit of the history con'

sists in the penetration with which the opinions of the age, the traits of its

remarkable men, and the intellectual character of the history, are perceived, and
theforce with which they are presented^''—Spectator, March 15, 1856.

" A more satisfactory manual than England has hitherto produced. He has

laboured learnedly and diligently, at first hand, amoiig the sources and autho-

rities for the ecclesiastical history of the period of which he writes ; and has

produced a work really original, as far as such a work can be ; independent

in its judgments ; written with taste and feeling ; and offering, in its large

body of notes, aids and guidance to the fullest investigatioti the subject can pos-

sibly receiver—NoNCONrORMlST, April 16, 1856.

" Sis readers will find him a lively, a luminous, and interesting companion, as

well as a generally trustworthy guide."—British Banner, March 13, 1855.

"He enters fairly into the questions of which he speaks, and does not attempt

to evade their difficulty by vague statements . . . We cordially recommend

this work to those who desire an orderly and lucid summary of the leading

events of the Reformation . . . We may also observe, that Mr. Hardwick

has availed himself of the latest German authorities"

Literary Churchman, May 3, 1856.

" The style is lucid and the plan comprehensive. The facts are well arranged,

and their relations ably brought out . . . Will be esteemed by most students

asjudicious, lielpful, and suggestive.^*

Evangelical Review, May, 1856,

" He writes from genuine and independent sources. Though his work is short,

it partakes in no respect of the character of a compilation."

ThePress, July 12,1856,

" It is impossible to speak too highly of the extensive and careful research the

book everywhere manifests."—Bapti'st Magazine, Aug. 1856.
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THEOLOGICAL MANUALS-continued.

3. A History of the Christian Church from the Seventh
Century to the Reformation. By Charles Hardwick, M.A.,

Fellow of St. Catharine's College, Divinity Lecturer of King's

College, and Christian Advocate in the University of Cambridge,

Author of "A History of the XXXIX Articles." With lour

Maps constructedfor this Work hy A. Keith Johnston.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 10^. 6 c?.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

"/i^ is full in references and authority ^ systematic and formal in division^ with
enough of life in the style to counteract the dryness inseparablefrom its brevity

^

and exhibiting the results rather than the pr^ciples of investigation. Mk,
Hardwick. is to be congratulated on the successful achievement of a difficult

task."—Christian Remembrancer, Oct. 1853,

"He has bestowedpatient and extensive reading on the collection of his materials ;

he has selected them, with judgment ; and he presents them in an equable and
compact style"—Sfectator, Sept. 17, 1853.

" This book is on-e of a promised series of ' Theological Manuals.* In one

respect, it may be taken as a sign of the times. It is a small unpretending

volume in appearance, but it is based on learning enovgh to have sufficed, half a
century since, for the ground of two or three quartos, or at least for several

portly octavos. For its purpose it is admirable, giving you a careful and intel-

ligent summary of events, and at the same time indicating the best sources of
information for the further guidance of the student. Among the authorities

thus referred to, we find the most modern as well as the most ancient, the con-

tinental as well as the English."—British Quarterly, Nov. 1853.

"It is distinguished by the same diligent research and conscientious acknowledg-

ment of authorities which procured for Mr. Hardwick's * History of the

Articles of Religion' such afavourable reception.^*

Notes and Queries, Oct. 8, 1853.

" To a good method and good materials Mr. Hardwick adds that great virtue,

a perfectly transparent style. We did not expect to findgreat literary qualities

in such a manual, but we have found them ; we should be satisfied in this

respect with conciseness and intelligibility ; but while this book has both, it is

also elegant, highlyfinished, and highly interesting."

Nonconformist, Nov. 30, 1853.

" As a manual for the sttideni of Ecclesiastical History in the Middle Ages, we
know no English tcork which can be compared to Mr. Hardwick's book. It

has two great merits, that it constantly refers the reader to the authorities, both

original and critical, on tohich its statements are founded; and that it pre-
serves a justproportion in dealing with various suhjects"

Guardian, April 13, 1854,
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THEOLOGICAL MANUALS-continued.

4. A History of the Book of Common Prayer,

together witli a Rationale of the several Offices. By the Rev.

Erancis Procter, M.A., Vicar of Witton, Norfolk, formerly

Fellow of St. Catharine's College, Cambridge. Second Edition,

' revised and enlarged. Crown 8vo. cloth, 10s. M.

"Mr. Pkocter's ' History of the Book of Common Prayer' is ly far the lest

commentart/ extant Not only do the present illustrations embrace the

whole range of original sources indicated ly Lin. Paxmek, lut Mr. Procter

compares the present Booh of Common Prayer with the Scotch and American

forms; and he frequently sets out in full the Sarum Offices. As a manual of

extensive information^ historical and ritual, imlued with sound Church princi-

ples, we are entirely satisfied with Mr. Procter's important volume."

Christian Eemembrancer, April, ]855.

''It is a resume of all that has leen done in the icay of investigation in reference to

the Frayer-Booh."—Athenaeum, Feb. 17, 1855.

" TFe can have little donlt that Mr. Procter's History of our Liturgy will soon

supersede the well-known work of Wiieatly, and lecome a much-used hand-

hook beyond the circuits of the University for the more immediate use of which

it has leen produced^— Notes and Queries, March, 1855.

''Although very decidedly anti-Roman in its tone^ we gladly accept it as a sulslitute

for the dull and dreary dogmatism of Wiieatly. Itpresents, in a popular and

agreeable narrative, the history of those variations to which so much attention

has leen directed during the late eventful controversies ; and while it contains a

very careful, learned and scholarlike exposition of these changes, it alsofurnishes

a most valualle commentary on the successive texts of theformularies themselves,

as they are exhibited either in the original editions, or in the useful manuals of

Bullet fi«f^ Keeling."—Dublin Heview {Roman Catholic), April, 1855.

" We can speak toith jtistpraise of this compendious but comprehensive volume. It

appears to be compiled with great care atidjudgment, and has profited largely by

the accumulated materials collected ly the learning and research of the lastfifty

years. It is a manual of great value to the student of Ecclesiasticalllistory and

of almost equal interest to every admirer of the Liturgy and Services of the

English Church."—London Quarterly Review, April, 1855.

" It is indeed a complete and fairly-written history of the Liturgy ; and from the

dispassionate way in which disputed points are touched on, will prove to many

troubled consciences %chat ought to be known to them, viz.

:

—that they may,

withoutfear ofcompromisi/ig the principles of evangelical truth, give their assent

and consent to the contents of the Book of Common Brayer. Mr. Procter has

done a great service to the Church ly this admirable digest."

Church of England Quarterly, April, 1855.

FOR A list of those in immediate preparation, see next page.
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Cljeolagixd Paimak^

THE FOLLOWING WORKS OF THE SERIES ARE IN PREPARATION.

An Introduction to the Btudy of the Old Testament^

with an Outline of Scripture History.

Notes, Critical and Explanatori/, on the Hehreio Text

of the Prophet ISAIAH.

An Introduction to the Study of the Gospels.

,
Epistles,

Notes, Critical and Explanatory, on the Greek Text
of the FOUR GOSPELS AND. THE ACTS OP THE
APOSTLES.

Notes, Critical and Explanatory, on the Greek Text
of the CANONICAL EPISTLES AND THE APOCALYPSE.

A History of the Christian Church duriny THE PIRST

SIX CENTURIES.

A History of the Christian Church from the Beyinning
of the XVIIth CENTURY TO THE PRESENT TIME.

,

An Historical Exposition of the Apostles', Nicene,
and Athanasian CREEDS.

An Exposition of the Articles of the Church of
England.

Others are in progress, and will be announced in due time.
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THE JOUENAL
OF

CLASSICAL AND SACRED PHILOLOGY.
Nos I. to IX. price 4^. each. Yols I. II. and III. in cloth, 12^. 6^. each.

This Journal has been established as a medium of communicition

between Scholars and others interested in Classical and Sacred

Philology. The first number appeared in March, 1854; and it la

proposed to continue the publication of three numbers, forming a

volume yearly, in March, June, and December.

A TEW COMPLETE COPIES IN 9 VOLS. 8V0. CLOTH, PKICE £7 4:8.,

CAN STILL BE HAD OF

THE CAMBRIDGE AND DUBLIN

MATHEMATICAL JOURNAL.
WITH AN INDEX OF SUBJECTS AND OF AUTHORS.

This important Work was commenced in 1846, and the last volume

was completed in 1854. During these nine years, it received

original contributions on almost every branch of pure and applied

Mathematics, by many of the most distinguished British Mathe-

maticians, and also by several of the most eminent Foreign. It

may, therefore, justly claim a place in every Scientific, Public, or

Private Library.

" Another instance of the efficiency of the course of study in this University, in

, producing not merely expert alyelraists, but sound and original mathematical

thinkers, {and, perhaps, a more striking one, from the generality of its con-

tributors being men of comparatively junior standing), is to be found in this

Journal, which isfull ofvery original communications
"—SiR JoHN Herschel's

Address at the British Association.

" A work of great merit and service to science. Its various contribulors Juive

exhibited extensive mathemaiical learning and vigorous originality of thought."—
Sir W. Rowan Hamilton.

" A publication which is justly distinguished for the originality and elegance of

its contributions to every department of analysis."—Rev. Prof. Peacock.
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MATHEMATICAL CLASS BOOKS
FOR

COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS.

Mr. Cooper's Geometrical Conic Sections. [In the Press.

Mr. Frost's Newton, Sections I. II. III. With Notes and

Problems. 10s. 6d.

Mr. Godfray's Treatise on the Lunar Theory. 5s. 6d.

Mr. Grant's Plane Astronomy. 6s.

'Mr. Hemming's Differential and Integral Calculus.
Second Edition. 9s.

Mr. Parkinson's Elementary Mechanics. 9s- 6d.

Mr. Parkinson's Elementary Treatise on Optics. [Preparing.

Mr. Pearson's Treatise on Finite Differences.
Second Edition. 5s.

Mr. Phear's Elementary Hydrostatics. 5s. 6d.

"Mr. Phear's Elementary Mechanics. 10s. 6d.

Mr. Pucklb's Elementary Conic Sections.
Second Edition. 7s. Qd.

Mr. Barnard Smith's Arithmetic and Algebra.
Fourth Edition. 10s. 6d.

Mr. Barnard Smith's Arithmetic for Schools.
Fifth Thousand. 4s. 6d.

Mr. Barnard Smith's Key to the above. 8s. 6d.

Mr. Barnard Smith's Mechanics and Hydrostatics.
[Preparing.

Mr. Snowball's Plane and Spherical Trigonometry.
Eighth Edition, 7s. 6d.

Mr. Snowball's Introduction to Plane Trigonometry.
Second Edition. 5s.

Mr. Snowball's Cambridge Course of Natural Philosophy.
Fourth Edition. 5s.

Prof. Tait's and Mr. Steele's Treatise on Dynamics. 10s. 6d.

Mr. Todhunter's Differential and Integral Calculus.
Second Edition. 10s. 6d,

^Ir. Todhunter's Treatise on Integral Calculus, [in the Press.
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MATHEMATICAL CLASS BOOKS—continued.

Mr. Todhunter's Analytical Statics. 10s. Qd.

Mr. Todhunter's Conic Sections. 10s. Qd,

Mr. Todhunter's Treatise on Algebra. [Preparing.

Mr. Todhunter's Algebra for Beginners. [Preparinff.

Prof. Wilson's Treatise on Dynamics. 9s. 6d,

Cambridge Senate-House Problems, 1848 to 1851. With

Solutions by Messrs. Ferrers and Jackson. 15s. 6d.

Cambridge Senate-House Riders, 1818 to 1851. With Solu-

tions by Mr. Jameson. 7s. 6d.

Cambridge Senate-House Problems, Jan. 8, 1852. With

Solutions. Is. 6d.

Cambridge Senate-House Problems and Kiders. 1854. With

Solutions by the Moderators, Messrs.Walton & Mackenzie. 10s. 6d.

GREEK AND LATIN CLASS BOOKS.
Mr. Drake's Eumenides of ^schylus. with English Notes.

7s. 6d.

Mr. Drake's Demosthenes de Corona. With English Notes. 5s.

Mr. Frost's Thucydides, Book VI. with English Notes. 7s. 6d.

Dr. Humphreys' Exercitationes Iambics. Second Edition. 5s. 6d.

Mr. Mayor's Juvenal, with English Notes. lOs. ed.

Mr. Merivale's Sallust. with English Notes. 58.

Mr. Thring's Construing Book. 2s. 6d.

Mr. Wright's Hellenica. with English Notes. Ss. 6d.

Mr. Wright's Help to Latin Grammar. 4s. 6d.

Mr. Wright's The Seven Kings of Rome
; a First Latin

Construing Book, with English Notes. Jiist ready. Zs.

Mr. Wright's Vocabulary for the above. [just ready.

ENGLISH GRAMMARS.
Mr. Thring's Elements of Grammar. New Edition. 2s.

Mr. Thring's Child's Grammar. New Edition, is.

Mr. Parminter's Materials for English Grammar. 3s. Gc/.

IiATELY PUBLISHED.
Mr. Crosse's Analysis of Paley's Evidences. 3s. Qd.

Mr. Simpson's Epitome of Church History. New Edition. 5s.

K. CLAY, PBIMTER, BREAD STREET HILL.
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